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UoHN : Vermont, N(iv. 17, 1M48. 
It is a great feather ixt Maiide Mere'litli's cap that she 
is a good motber, and that other women eulogize lier 
greatly, iucluding the best and brightest lady writers in 
America. She is wholly iioafFected in her style, and 
there is a moral tendency in all her writings which show 
^ vivid imagination, an originality of treatment, and a 
vast fertility of brain — in the treatment of her themes. 
,In 1809 Maude Meredith whs nmrried to Mr. D. T. Smith, 
[>f Dubuque, Iowa, in which city she is well known for 
charitableness, being at all times ready to help along 
very good cause- She lius grown famous without cov- 
eting it, and only a genius could wear such honors with 
the modesty thaV Maude Meredith does. 



MY LITTLR HAN. 
When early sunbeams kisM the hills 



mering bti 



s the sliin 
And all the wood 

To greet the morning new^ 
'Tis then, with sraiie and happy song. 

We wander foith 
And life is tike a matin, to 

My little niuu and me. 

When Noonday sifts lier sands of gold 

Through Sumnjer's Ulmy haze. 
And droning \>eft swift i'ume and go 

In nil the busy days; 
We swing in shady nook and dream 

The drowsy moments by, 
Content thul we together are — 

My little man and I. 

When shadows creep between the hlUa, 





In 



And dream-Beas drift afar from abore 

My little u 

AT SET OK SUN. 
On the busy highways lie» ;i husli iind a haz«, 

Aud ttie whispehiig wiuds are still; 
There 'a a faint crimson glow at the horizon low. 

And H lonely bird cries on the hill. 

There are odora of corn that the wings of the mom 
Had low dropped in their hurrying flight; 

O'er the meadows asleep the dnll shadows creep, 
Newly born of the oncoming night. 

While the reapers so late, pass the farmyard gate. 

Slowly homeward with weary tread, 
For low lying at rest, folded soft on her breast. 

Are the hand^i of the day, just dead. 

WHERE CORN IS KING. 
Ton may sing of the hills in merry strain 

As your treasures of verse you may bring. 
But 1 weave a chapter, in hasting rhyme. 

For "the land where corn is king." 

O "beautiful land " of the rolling plains. 

My land of the golden seaa. 
O'er whose shining hrenst when the winds are free 

The hasting cloud-shadow tiees. 

Ob, land of bloom and of odors rare, 

Plains yellow like beaten gold, 
Fftr stretching in billowy waves across 

To tbe very Bunsel's bold. 



rs lie cheek to cheek 
r feel. 
Through your taogled grasses my fingers slip, 

And I lie with' my face close pressed 
Till I feel the heart of the great world beat 

Half asleep on your slumhroits breast. 
And I wonder not at your brave staunch men, 

Voiir women bo sweet and true; 
For sous and daughters were cravens all 

Were they less tliaa worthy of you. 
Then I read the record when war's alarms 

To a ualion's patriots eried, 
How viHi gave the very flower of your land- 
How they suffered, aud fought and died. 
On Iowa's prairies I hear the tread 

Of seveuty-flve thousand men. 
And I know in the trenches are lying dead, 

Ten thousand who came not again. 
In the march of progress her banner leads, 

At the column's front is she seen; 
Aud she never yet has been known to fail 

When the order came " Fall in." 
O, land of promise I Fair land of peace, 

Smile on in your riches blest, 
'Neath your crimson sunsets where angel hosts 

Might float away to their leat. 
I would sing thy grandeur in perfect song 

Had I but the gifted pen. 
Till I voiced the sentiment loyal, strong, 

Of our Ilawkeye women and men. 
Fair Iowa, gem of the mid-land plains, 

In your beauty and verdure dressed. 
Ah, the Indians named thee rightly, my queen : 

O "Beautiful Land" of 
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Bubs: i/jucaoo, 111., IKTO. 

Tnis lady is the dauirliler of James C. Breslau, a noted 

rlist, linguist iitid travelor; In-r iiiotlier, MelisttaBrts- 

.11, nas a hrjlliuiit and talL'iitcd Iragody actress. Id'- 

f(ire her marriau'e. Mrs. Oavies siiecessfully tauglil 

scliool, and as a reader and elocutionist she has becoiiii-y^ 

Favorably knnwii. She resides In OsaRe, Iowa, with 

Iher husband. Waller ('. Davies. 

MEMOJIIES. 
As [ sit 'ncalh sunjiner starlight, 
Or hy winter evening's Hrelight, 

When the day is over, 
Memory, t<i magnet true, 
does back, dear friends, to you, 

A licensed rnver. 

I again feel warm caressed. 

And sort clilld-handN srnoothe my tresses 

As of old: 
LovioE U|is plead fur a story. 
Of some wHehinu nymph or hourl, 

And hidden pots of gt.\\d. 

I can see. .vou all around rac, 

As the time when wee hands crowned me, 

Uy the gate; 
When the crimson leaves were falling. 
And the last sont(-blrd was catling 

To his mate. 



rosy hood-framed faces, 

back my mock crimaces 
At the fun. 




Born: Peekskill. S.Y., IS41. 
While still a young man Mr. Secor hold several |(Osi- 
tions of trust and in 1867 was deputy clerk of the dis- 
trict court, and in 1668 was elected district andclrcult 
clerk, which ofllce he held to the unbounded satisfac- 
tion of the people for three consecutive terms, Ix- 
electedthelast time without opposition, tie was elect i 
county auditor tn I87.'i, and chosen his own succc-isn 
twoyearsiaterwithoutoppositlon. Mr, SccorwaHchosc 
Ithe flrst mayor of Forest City, Iowa, and re-elected tliri' 
lOnsecutlve times. Retiring from the mayorality, h 
irag elected city councilman, which position lie stil 
holds. He Is a member of tlic banlclnK house ofSccnr 
Law & Plummer, and the real estate firm of -Secor Kro? 
& Law. In addition to these interests, he condi 
considerable farm, is an enthusiastic frult^row< 
has the largest apiary In the county. lnl86T Mr. Seiol 
wedded Miss Millie Spencer, a ladyof rare endowments, 
of Erie county, Ohio. Nlnechildrcnhavebee^tl^eis^ 
.three only surviving— Willard, Alsou and Nina. '. 
various positions of honor that Mr. Secor adorns 
sjDeak the eialted respect in which he is heldthroutrh 
out Iowa. He is president of the Iowa State llnrtlcul 
tural Society; president of the Iowa State Bee-Keei: 
Society; and also president of Sorih Amerlcii 1 
Keepers' Society; and the president of the Winnebaj," 
County Agricultural Society, he being oneof theorKiin- 
izers of the latter Institution. The poems of Mr. S»h- 
have appeared in the leadlngperiodicala, and have beeii^ 
a valuable acquisition to current literature. 

WEIGHING THE BABY. 
"The baby Is three months old to-day; 
We want to see what the cherub will weigh 

So if papa has leisure, 

I know he'll take pleasure 



«^l^ 



?i^r5. 




A LOVE LETTER. 
ju ever get a letter from llic girl yni lovwi tlic 

lat made your heart go pit-a-pai within .vtur hut- 

timed vest? 
|l>iil }uu think that }Ipaven was nearer as yuii read it 

ij'er and o'or, 
fAnd as you feasted on her words, did you love her mure 

and more':' 

I have such a letter from the idol of niy heart — 
I left her Bide a week ago. by duty torn a|)art. 
rid that I may ere long return to hear iier accents sweet, 

iIM^cd, speed ye loit'ring. snail-paced train. I hat lakes 
IDC to her feet. 

She says that when we next shall meet her arms will 

open wide 
Tij welcome back her "lover boy" her" darling'" and 

her" pride"— 
That when I'm gone she's lonely, tho' friends are all 

about, 
,\nd when I leave her prcseiice the candle of her joy 

goes out. 



BoKN : IIu.NTSBfRQ, O., March -1, 1839. 
Aftkb beiDg admitled to tlie bar in La Grange county, 
Ind., Mr. Leland, Ph. D.^ moved to Chicugo in ISU^, ami 
thence to Aurora, III. About this time he published, n 
tKiok of poenia, which pnased through two editions. In 
1867 he went to Charles City, Iowa, where he practiced 
law until 1880; thence he went to Europe for a year, 
Ue begau to lecture in 1881, and iL'sides in Charles City. 



WHERE ? 
They tell of a land where pain in unknown, 

Where sorrow and grief hiwe no name ; 
Where Eden flowers, when once they have hlown, 

Bud.blosaom eternal, the Miiruc; 
Where no wild discouteiit in uDidnexH can bum. 

To pierce the proud heart to despair — 
Where anguish on earth felt can never return — 

O, where is that land '/ Tell me where ! 

They tell of a time in the distant To Come— 

An age born of Wisdom and Peace — 
When the poor shall not tieg of the rich man the cruml 

That might hunger's keen pang release ; 
The many shall not bow to the tyrannous few. 

But all men he treated as men I 
When the poor for their lives shall not kueeling sue — 

O, when is that time? Tell me wlien I 

Yes, there is a land where the weary can rest, 

A home for the grief-laden heart ; 
A time when true manhood shall nut be oppressed. 
Nor groan under poverty's smart; 
I A clime where mi yrief and no sorrow can come. 

Where riches all shall alike share ! 
' To reach it. wjljt.^'hrisl w*- nnist enter the tomb ; 



THE GLORIOrS TO-MORROW. 
The world is growing better, iiuU men are growing brave ; 
Zhe ilew thai feeds the flower rusts the fetter of the sluve ; 
P/he suDbeama touch the luountaiD tops and melt the 
anows away, 
kAud the rainbow-dreams of yesterday are realized to-day. 

jrhe world is growing brighter, the shadows disappear. 
ffAud the work of geueratioos ia crowded in a year ; 
JTlie Bchool-house and tlie printing press are sending us ■ 

gAod revolving wheels and panting steam are the chorus 
of their song. 

jfhe world is growing happier as the broadening vision 
lifts, [the niiatB ; 

/And the vitalizing thoughts of men ure beating back 

j)And a halo shines on homes and hearts, as it never 
slione before ; [pliecies of yore. 

llWe are gathering up the dreams of saints and the pro- 

POSTHUMOUS APl'RECIATION. 
There grew a plant, the legends tell. 

While many years went by; 
It held all fragrance, ae a spell, 

And mirrored earth and sky: 
It garnered all the sweets of air, 

From every wind that blew. 
And in its life held treasured rare 

Worth, more than wise men knew. 
Une day rough feet, with cruel tread, 

Had crushed it to the ground, 
Lo! when 'twas crushed, it fragrance shed. 

And filled the air around. 
Men marveled that to plant not fair 

Such fragrance had been given ; 

£^ dreamed, till crushed, it was so rare, 
Urn 



Bokn: Anajio!^a. Iowa, Sept. n, 18il. 
4 Fanme Elizabeth Notes is aschool t«aclier, and re- 
I !>fdes in OdsIow, Iowa. Ifer poems have appeared from 
I time to time in the local press of Iowa, and have re- 
vived high praise. 

JUST LIKE A WOMAN, 
yit like a woman! how often we hear 
'taese words in derision, perhaps witli a snuer 
Ah! yes It Is true, 
e are man}- things that its just lilce the woman todo: 
Ah! yes, just lilce a woman. 

I Its just like a woman to soothe with care 
prhe fretful babes, and with patience rare 

Have smiles sweet and mild, 
pAnd gentle words for each teasing child; 

Ah! yes, its just like a woman. 

"^ust like a. woman; when all are In t)ed, 
I Bending low o'er each dear little head, 

Murmuring a prayer 
I For the little ones alumh'rlng so peaceful there; 

Ab! yes, that's just like a woman. 

t Its just like a woman to watch and pray 
I For the boy whose feet go so often astray. 

With mother-love true, 
F Asking God to guide him his life-journey through; 
'. yes, It is just like a woman. 

r.lust like a woman: with noiseless tread, 

I And willing hand, hendlng o'er the sufferer's hed. 

Watching each fluttering tireath, 
j Cheering and aiding e'en down to the vtilli'y of death; 

Ahl yes, that's Just like a w^ 



Just like a wiiman: giving ht^r ull, 

In love's service never to falter or fall: 

Faithful and true 
To those wlio accept it all as their due; 

For its Just like a woman. 

WAITING. 
Waiting, wailing for tlie spring-Umc, 

Waiting O bo long! 
Waiting for the first flower face, 

And the first bird song. 

Wailing till tlie lieart grow.-, weary, 
And the eyes are dim wrih tears: 

Waiting, wailing, sadly waitirjg. 
For the end (if doubts and feari-. 

Waiting, waiting for the .spring-lime, 
With (lur tears and with iiur ww: 

(I, Had licart, 'tis weary wailing. 
And the days gt< by so slow. 

Waiting, waitinK for th<: spri ng-i i nie, 
In uur hearts so sad and eolil: 

Wailing for loves voiee of miisii-. 
And its Hood of sunshine gold. 

Waiting till tin; hopes thai lie 

Neath the winter's snuw. 
Shall spring again into bc^iuty and joj 
And with new life shall glow. 

Ah! we all are waiting, waiting, 
Through life's weary years; 

Waiting thrungli th<^ storm anil .■iunshine 
Through nur smiles and tiais. 



Waiting through riirlli'.- 
Willi its rlull ;iiiil ^.ti 
a lini.'li-;.-; 



rlre;t 




HdiiN: TKiuiE lUiTK. INU.. IKU. 
I This juurimlist niid iKii!l in imw iht; editor nC tlie Mail 
and Times uJ Dos Moines. Iowa. Hi^ Is a member of 
tiestationrr.v «ii(l jjriritiiiK llrm til'l.'arter & Husscy, 
estabi inhncl in IWIT. lie was marrU'd In ISftft to Miss 
Jennie Clemoitt of l'iiiiKlikec|islc, N. Y. 
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TKMI'LK IIKAI'TIFCL. 

iiiiiltiing. 



My liiii.- wiiv 
A i.-ni|jl.> (■iiiii-i! -'l-lii- iieaiitiful," 

Niir lands iln wi: im.sscss: 
The fiiiindatiiiii Ih tbi' solid rock, 

Its turrets reiu-li tlii> sky. 
Tilt! pillars wliifli supiiort them 

Arc love iirid faitbfulneaa. 

Its wall Will lie iuluniptl with 

Many ttuodi.s stones, 
HroNtflil rroiu the luiiips of cheerrulm 

And ciiriiuisiy wroiiKht: 
ity years of weary toil, inayliap, 

And many tears and Kroans, 
With whieh life's sad experience 

Is often dearly hoiiftht. 

Our rooms will all be beautiral, 
With HVttryliiiUK so ^rand; 

Here Taltb will fold her tired wlofir'), 
And settle down to rest, 

Aud hope upon a pretty little 
Pedestal will stand. 




Where plfascMi tier Ihe best. 

'I'lie procesK has long been slow, 

As one by one the stones 
Have formed the right position 

to the slowly rising wall; 
And ah! the sad mistake we've made. 

Which memory bemoans, 
And replacing the defectivp onra. 

Id sadness we recall. 

( in. times wbem some clouds lower. 

We'll clinch tlie turrets high, 
(land clasped in hand wltli faitli and hope, 

To view the farther shore 
(Jf the land uf hope and promise. 

Which sometimes seems so nigh. 
As It lies in quiet grandeur, 

Our home forevermore. 

Some day, not now, in other lands, 

We'll read with moistened eyes, 
The meaning of our crosses here. 

And deep unutterpd sighs: 
And kiss the hand we could not see. 

Because onr t-yes were dull, 
For polishing these tear-washed stones, 

For "Temple Beautiful.' 

We are building, we are building, 

My little wife and I. 
A temple called "The Beautiful," 

No lands have we possessed, 
And oh! the joy 'twill give us. 

If, In the bje-and-bye, 
The temple is accepted by 

The king of righteousness. 




BoiiN : NEAR Mauimon, Wis., Aun,. ISiil. 
^INCK »ii\tfpn yeiirs of age thin liidy liHs Luiiglit Hrlion]. 
She is very fund of miiHic and has a fine contralto vuiw. 
Miss Joiips liaB wriiu-ii enouKh poems to Oil a volume, 
wliich she hopes fo jmblisb in book-form ikt an earls 
diilG. Ilff iHiemt) have appeared in uearly idl Ihe ]>roMi 
inent daily anil weekly periodicata of America, amun^' 
wltich inight be mentioned Church's Musical Viaitoi, 
I'ioneer I'retis, Des Moines Hegiatflr. Good Ilousekeeping, 
GodeyX Inteiiur and the New York Honje Journal. 
Several of her poems have been set to mnsic. 

A LOVE SONG. 
Why do ! love thee ao, sweetheart}' 

I cannot tell. Love knows no why 
It cannot reason, but I know 

The love I bear thee cannot die. 

How do I know I love thee, dear? 

Love's sigaa ai'e known to all the worh 
So (ihiin. that he who runs may read, 

llJM banner always is unfurled. 

When Ihou art gone, dear heart, I see 

No beauty in the fairest thinga. 
No melody in aong of birds, 

No music in their rustling wiiigH, 

How do 1 know I love thee, dear ? 

]{y ishat thou'st made the world to me, 
By the new joy I find in life. 

By all I mean my life to be. 

By deeming all of woman-kind 

I'l'rfecl and inirc. because of tli 
By lliirliji^ life wiii'tb living, dear. 




Heart, my heart, she loves me I 

Ah I proud heart, how you thrill ; 
Let us driok in the gladsome truth, 

Listen, my heart, be still I 
Can you, my heart, remember. 

Heart, can you ever forget 
What were the words we spoke last Dlght? 

Ah ! you throb madly yet I 
Heart, my heart, she loves me, 

Ah I we are mad with bliss. 
Crazed with the ruddy wine of love. 

Pledged with a yroman's kiss! 

CHOOSE THOU FOR ME! 
Dear Lord, I dare not choose the way, 

I cannot sec, 
1 might choose wrong and walk astray, 

Choose tliou for me. 
Whatever cometh by thy will 

Must come aright. 
If peace iir conflict, good or ill, 

Darkneaa or light I 
I dare not ask that life shall be 

Juat what I will, 
I pray that thou wilt choose for me 

And guide me still I 

DISCONTENT. 
Never a bark comes to the shore 

With sails as white as those at sea, 
Never a day holds half the joy 

As comes with the day that is to be. 
Never a rose blooms half as sweet 

As the one we careless threw away, 
Never a love to come can be 
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Boiin: Jericho, Vt.. Dec. 20, 1839. 
Mbs. Cariuk C. Manninu, wlicQ but two years old, 
accidently destroyed the sight ot her letl eye with a 
pair of scissors. InflaintnatioD Followed the accident, 
and extending to her right eye, produced almost tota 

lindness, from which she has never recovered. She ha: 
never been able to more than barely distinguish Im- 
tween sunlight and darkness. At the age of seven slu' 
removed with hi-r parents. .Tohn and Lemira Porter, to 

Wisconsin. Five years later, she entered the Wisconsin 

illejte for the Blind, where slio remained seven years, 
irially distinguishing herself in nmsic, for which she 

velnpcd a peculiar aptitude, i^he Is the wife of adls- 
ihled Veteran, he having lost his health and hearing 
while flghtlne for his coxinlrv's htmor, and defending 
her flag. 

A TWILIGHT REVERTE. 
When silvery waves of purple mists. 

And rainbow tints and shadowy gold. 
Blend softly 'round the close of day 

Kre the sweet stars tlielr light unfold, 

Alone I sit and muse and dream 

Of loved ones scattered o'er life's sea: 

But central star of all my dreams 
Thou art and ever more must In-. 

I know that eye can speak to eye 
With grief or Joy the soul to thrill, 

But, ah! the voice excels by far 
The beauty of the brightest star. 

1 Icnew not, dreamed not of the power 
Which thou unconsciously possessed, 

I only felt life new, complete; 
1 only knew that 1 wu bleat. 





And I ho' on earth we meet no more, 
•Tia sacred Joy to thhik of thee — 
To pray for thee tilt life Is o'er. 

May guardian angels on thee wait; 

This Is my daily prayer Tor thee; 
Trusting tho' here our paths diverge 

We'll meet beside the .lasper Sea. 

I AM BLIND. 

I am blind! 
O! what meaning these words do impart; 
Like the chilling nortti wind, it .sweeps over my heart,. 
The beauties of nature are hidden from view — 
Tho bright world, the star-gemmed ethereal blue. 

Ol the Ilowers 
That bloom by the brook-Ride in spring, 
And tho brlght-fcatiicred songslors that love there t 

siiiK, 
Have beauty, alas! all to nie undcBned! 
I cannot behold them, for Ol I am blind! 

Music sweet. 
.Stealing softly, seems whispering to me, 
Were light not created, in deep harmony 
Couldst thou fait lo picture fair scenes to the mind? 
Ah! useless repining; I am blind! 1 am blind! 

Heart, be still: 
These sad murmura are sinful, are vain: 
The dear loving Father knows all of thy pain; 
lie feels all thy grieC and he knows all thy fears, 
And has promised to wipe from my eyes all the tears^ 

Oil the banks 
Of the river of Life there are flowers. 
And soft xephyrs float through the amaranth bowersil 
There,]dear friends will meet me, as Heavenward 1 cotiie^ 
^la wllljfrect mj^in that happy home! 



PiSSKo 



)BS: La PoiiiE City, Iowa, Makuu i:;, 1871. 
lii. Pb(.h a tU'Dded Cornell Colli-ge, and is ^iiill ent^ng'^'l 'n 
udyiDgaod litemry work. He is the author ofa ssiuall 
rulunic of poems, and his verse coastanUy appears in 
■ollege papers and the periodical press. Morton E. 
'eck is still a resident of the place o( his nativity. 
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A DEAD HAND. 
Here, 'tis said, 

as a grave yard, sixty years ago: 
Strange it seems, a whole village of the dead 

ping tiiere below. 
Vnd not a single stone left, just to show 
Fliere the proudest citiKen rests his head! 

I this rcmniiiil u1 a hand — 
>l n few earth-ljlaekened buiies 
That would crumble into dust at a toueh — 
Thrown up with a sliovrlful of sand, 
ipeaks lis nnicli 
IS we might have found recorded nn the stones. 

ritig name and date 
Wliafs to tell. 

That this hand cannot tell of the fate 
If tliese villagers, who never dream how late 
It is getting, since they sleep so long and well? 

Worm and hrutc 

Have had their way with theui many a year, 

ffnawed their llesli and trodden down their moui 

sod, 
While they lay blind and mute 
Waiting here 
.Patiently for something — dust or God':' 



?^ 



g FoK iiiiiiiy yearn Die poomH of Mrs. Biltur have appear- 

f ed in till! litcal press of Iowa. Slie is now a resident of ^ 

Kalona. wbere siic is well-known and highly respected. 

THE GOLDEN-BOD. 

Till' gulden-rod, the golden-rod. 

It ia frightening everything: 
It far eiceeds the bcaut.v 

Of any flower in spring. 





Working oo the farm when young at six dollars per 
month, Mr. Dickson afterward learned the cooper trade. 
In 1850 be removed to West Grove, Iowa, where he now^ 
resides, buying his farm from the government. In i: 
he was with Sherman's army ou ila famous march to' 
theses. Judge W. M. Dickson, of Cincinnati, Is the 
^nly brother of the subject of this shetch, John J 
^ickflon has been a member of the Presbyterian church 
Ipr the past thirty years, but now favors the Friends. 

IOWA. 
If I were a poet, I'd write 

A song for the singers to aing, 
or a land that is blooming and bright 

Id Autumn, In Summer and Spring. 

If I were a singer, I'd sing 

The aong that the poet would write, 

Far up In the air my voice would ring 
And my heart be joyous and light. 

I'd sing of its woodlands and flowers, 

I'd make every other line rhyme 
To the music of zephyrs and showers 

That favors that beautiful clime. 

I'd sing of the blue grass so tall. 

Of crops never falling to yield. 
Of barns full of grain In the fall, 

Of cattle in many a Qeld. 




Hy hero with a moral purpose, viewa, 
Untramineled, seeks the truth and thjit pursues; 
With soul too large Tor human lips to guard 
He staads for right and dies without reward. 

For him the siren's song is aung in vain, 
Unnoticed Alexander's pompous train, 
Aliltc by saint and tiinner trampled down — 
The lowest lie re but there the Martyr's erown. 

And shall I name the bravest in our day 
Who died to make (or Freedom'« path a way? 
The noblest man "in all the tides of time," 
John Brown would never compromise with crime. 

The moral hero meets the world's rude shock. 
And builds hl8 house on the eternal rock; 
No monument's erected o'er his dust, 
No "glory crowns" the mcm'ry or the Just. 

YOUTH ANIi AGE. 

In memory I recall my hopeful days — 

(There was a buoyant spirit once within) — 

And bnx)d o'er youth's eontented, elieerful ways. 

So full of }oy and Innocent ot sin; 

For tlicn tlie world, with Its eternal din 

Of creeds, oppression, strife for pelt and war. 

Had nrt made me lose faith in alt but Him — 

Had not impelled a crurse m} peace to mar 

And now I sigh frr djys Jn memiry afar 

And yet there is i recomrense for Age 

The purpo e of a wise Creator s plan 

Is found recorde<l In the Sacred I age 

.\nd happiness is for the aged man 

Who yields a willing soul whose mind can ■*can 

Where Freedom feels no license or restraint 

Who fears a wrong more Ihan the public ban 

Yet feeia unwortliv to bi tnllid a saint 







Where !aw\erfi ^ral mav (to 
Aad -io it is in c\ n think 
There is a crowd below 

It is our wish v ni mii succeed 
And laurels cr wii \uur brow 

And when you do, yoii will not ne«i 
The lines we send you now. 

Your "feet" the "measure" flt exact. 

According to the rules, 
The poets of the past have made 

The text Ixwik nf the schools. 

Then mount Pegasus' bacit and soar 

On Fancy's wings away 
To old Parnassus' mountain shore, 

Where all the muses play. 

In language pure compose your rerse, 

Pathetic or sublime. 
But at "a sinner" hurl no curse. 

Nor wink at public crime. 

Write from your heart — you'll not cater 

To kfnms or reigning wrongs- 
Like Milton, Burn.-i. or Whittier, 
Breathe freedom in your songs. 

The poet's sympathies are not 

To party lines contlned; 
Nature does mot dispense the gift 

Upon a narrow mind. 

When wooing for the muses' grace— 

The favor of the nine- 
Know this one line of sense is worth 
J^ousapd of mere rhyme. 



M^ 



Bobn: Bridokwater, Conn., May f" 
I Fob about ten yeai^ Mr. Erwin taught school. His 1 
r poemR occasionally appear in the periodical press, and 
I always receive favorable notice. He Is now a resident 
I of St. Charles. Iowa. 

FAIR IOWA. 
Majestic state! tliy prairies fair 
Are clothed in splendor, ev'rywiiere, 
Rich are thy Helds of golden ((rain 
And fuel beds of richest vein. 
Amply supply your greatest need. 
Thy grasses, succulent do feed 
Both flocks and herds of choicest strain. 
Immense thy stocic, and stores of grain! 
Delightful streams are coursing through 
Thy prairies— unexcelled by few. 
Thy woodlands, aptly serve to grace 
And ornament thy lovely (ace. 
In commerce, tbou'rt among the best 
Of all our grand and growing wcwt. 
Long lines of cars In countless trains. 
Go thund'rlng o'er thy fertile plains. 
Thy cities teem with stores of wi^alth; 
Thy people have the best of health. 
Schools, colleges and churches hold 
A wealth beyond the finest gold. 
Lees than a century ago, 
The red man and the buffalo 
Roamed o'er thy prairies free and bold. 
How changed the scenes we now beholdl 
To-day, progressive and refined, 
A wealth of homes, a wealth of mind. 
Fair Iowa! The Hawlieye state. 
Two million people call thee great. 




Willi troubles. How shall they be met? 

^ihall wc miarl and reploe? 

Or fall into line 
And heat, bark thu enemy yet. 

PiTcliJince tlie enemy Is Ktron^;: 

And right cannot conquer the wrcing. 
Nil mutter, we'll try. 
The missiles shall fly, 

To the line of advance we'll belong. 

Don't tail in your courage and whine, 
There's a hill to pull up for the nine; 

The tenth may escape 

And tiel out of the scrape, 
On luxuries thus, wc may dine. 

Privation and lalxtr await 

Tlic lowly, and also the great. 
Reverses attend 
And till life shall end. 

No man can measure his fate. 

WHO IS YOUR FRIENDV 
Who is your friend'/ It is not he 
Who hands the deadly draught to thee! 
It is not he who says you may 
Throw soul and body thus away. 
Vour friend could never, never sell 
A license for an earthly hell. 
Your friend Is he, who, plain of speech. 
Would place the serpent out of reach. 
And spurn this lurking foe of men — 
Destroy the monster and his den. 
He is your friend who sets you free. 
In true and sober liberty. 



w^ 



Borm: DuBt-yUE, Iowa, Nov. 14, 1IM2. 

Always studious and fond o! art, music and lltcru' 

ture, Junius when a joutli socurtd tJie hluy rlbtxin 

two successive seasons at Itie St. Louis fair, and also 

Sto premium prizes of seventy-flve and one tiundrt 

[ars for tbe livst original statuettes In marble. I )rl rt - 

into book-keeping, Mr. liempsteud has folluui.-il 

t profetwion until about 18U6, since wliicli liniu li<> 

s devoted himself entirely to llteruluri'. He liu'^ 

jrritten Hve t;ood serial stories, besides a numlicr of 

lort poems, reviews and sulentldc articles, all of which 

Jtave received publlcath>n. lie has now In preparation 

i novel, whicli lie hn)x"4 lo publish in IK!):i. His poems 

e certainty very (Inc. and show much nenius and 

study in their composition. 

OUIt IDOLS OF CLAY. 
Worship, O mortal, your Idol of clay. 

Invest it with power divine. 
Crown it with laurels, with splendor display 

All the wealth of Uolconda's rich mine. 
The diademed brow, with earthly renown. 
The purple-hucd robe, the embroidered uiiwn. 
The cunning wrought fruit of the loom- 
All, all, shall crumble to dust in the tomb. 



Worship, O mother, your Idol of clay, 
A waif on life's t<?ra pest-tossed sea. 
Cooing and smiling your sorrows away. 

As it rests on your matronly knee. 
Fondle your darling, sing a lullaby sweet: 
The angel of death, with Invisible feet, 
Has shattered your idol, luis wiihered the bloom 
That crumbled to dust iu the jieiieo uf the tomb. 




Ill uf IJTll 



Every wave of his wand is ohliv 

Every whisper a licartrbroken 
Yd he heals every wound, tills 

With the balm that forgetfulne 
Immortal the years, eternal, sublime. 

Grand ruler of fate — ii conq'ring kltit^ofallkings. 

Empires and khiKtioms have melted in dust, 

Ambition Is only a dream: 
The Mword of the hero is eaten with nist. 

His name but a meteor's gleam. 
Crowning glory may march with banners unfurled. 

As starK that are gleaming on hitth, 
Yet, every waif of a thought, tho' itshadowaworld. 

Must come to this mansion to die. 

A CXigUETTE. 
Nay, I do not shrink, my wweet! 

Wounded Love with broken wing 
Lies bleeding at your feet. 
You killed him! Do not start, 

Touch hfs cold brow. 
Place your hot hand upon his heart. 
Do not fly: the little god l.s dead. 

Bays, not crimson roses, 
Crown his Immortal head. 

THE SOSfi OF DEATH. 
1 ride on the wings of the storm, 

I float In the soft summer air, 
I breathe, while I move without form, 

I smite and the reaper is there. 
In the midst of the liattle so fell. 

In the leaden balls' shower of death. 
With the hissing of shot, and the bursting of shell, 

I sweep them away with a breath. 



iw^ 
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The shrieks of the dying, eaiOi praying ii 
And I count them by thtmsands iiguln. 

Old otx&n with turbulent waves, 
Its billows of death ttwoeplng o'er, 

CditnllF-ss and dre^r are tho graves, 
The dirge of my song ever n 

I kiss with a poisonous breath, 
Hii^l) fever, dull Ktiipor, and pain, 

Tho fair cheek of slumberinR health. 
As I gloat o'er my x-ict; 

I lurk in the wine cup, and smile 

As each sip quickly steals to tlie brain, 

Young innocence thus I beguile, 

While thoy fjilter, but turn not again. 

1 darken the earth with a storm. 

1 llaKh in the cloud-ladened air, 
To strike from my pathway each form. 

As 1 ttound from my desolate lair. 

I rush in tlie niar of tlie river. 

While It sweeps from the cralg to the sea, 
To strangle the wretch with a shivir. 

As he pays his last tribute to me. 

All life is a harvest to claim. 

From the gnat to the sweeted-scented llower, 
E'en tho mammoth that sports in the main, 

Succiimb-s to my death-dealing power. 



: Waukesha, Wit.., Ai'Kii, 17, 1S61. 
I Both prose and verse have appeared In Hip local papars 
1 (rom the pen of thin writer. He was married in 1882 to 
j Mise Annie Palmer and has one rliild living. Mr. Lyons 
] resides in Leeds, Iowa. 

MEMORY'S CALL. 
Old homestead, ''tis of thee, 
Home of my infancy, 

Of thee I sing: 
fiome of my childhood's prid«, 
Home where my fatlier died, 
Where brothers all have vied 

Harmony's ring. 
Thy Qelds again I till. 
The oak trees on the hill, 

In dreams 1 see; 
In vision see I now 
The cherries ripened glow. 
And stately maples bow 

In tears tor me.' 

On lawn, in orchard grand, 
In lane and pasture land 

Again I roam: 
In meadow's grasses sweet, 
Id fields of golden wheat. 
All nature my footsteps greet, 

Ota! thou dear home. 

Thou old home gone for aye, 
I see thy loved form sway 

As 'Death a pall: 
I stand witlilu ih>- Held. 
Thy (l(.^ythe again 1 wield. 
And ripened grain d^'lh yield, 

In memory's call. 




RS SPIRIT WniSPEns PEACE. 
To-day 1 am weary with wcfpiiiK. 

And my soul in sad, sad anKui'<>i sleeps, 
And wltti itH sIghiiiKi t>roken heart .sleeping. 

A sainted spirit a Taithful vigil keep.s. 

Now n ctiild again kneellnn; at motlier'fi feet, 
For time h&s gone backward in her lllglit; 

Again 1 my ev'nlng prayer repeat. 

I'm lucked away in bed, a I^Ism and good-night. 

Onward, still onward speeds time in tier Might, 

Through meadows I roam,nii scented flowers trcadi 

Till suddenly waking. I start in afright, 

And more keenly remember, mother is dead. 



That great fountain of tears that's been sleeping. 
Reinforced with its lieriod of reiKwe, 

Now breaking forth with renewed weeping, 

My sou! seems sinking with lis sorrow and woes. 

Here no more will mother's voice greet me, 
WfW^ No longer her advice from errors restrain: 

No more to caress will her loved form meet mc. 
Ohl give back to mc my motlier aKain. 

{j/y>Tf Hark! a voice of music seems speaking, 

Whispering sweet peace to my sorrowing heart: 
I hold my breath, ray heart stops treating. 
That of those words 1 may miss not a pari. 

"Weep not, ray daughter, but rather rejoice 
That I sutler no longer pains or fear, 

Tho' thou seest me not nor oft liear my voice, 
Lo! my spirit lingerelh ever near. 

Hejoice with me. that In Heaven's fair land, 
Forever free from woe, sorrow and pain: 

Tho' dead, I live In God's angel band, 
And we here, one day, shall meet again." 



M 



Bi»kn: AiiiwKA, I)., Aro. 34. 1 
More than Two hiinrtrcci poems of Mrs. Charkittc; Bax- 
ter have appeari^d rntm time to time In the ItiirllnK- 
ton littwkeje and the perlixllcal press generall.v. and 
in the notable collixtiuD entitled Woman I 
Song. She was married in 1857 to Mr. George W. Hax- 
I'-f, and has two daughters. Mrs. Baxter resides with lier 
husband and children In u home of their own in Spirit 
Lake, Iowa. 



THE PLEASURES OF HOPE. 
In childhood vc. bojiL' that when Christmastime con 

Old Santa will bring us a sled. 
With this hitim to cheer u» npon Christmas eve, 

We hasten away to oiir bed. 
And when in the morning we 'waken to find 

Our wish has indeed been supplied, 
We hope for a long happy day with our mates, 

And haste to the hill for a slide. 

In manhood we hope that at some future day 

Dame Fortune upon us will smile, 
From childhood thro' manhood till aged and gray 

We labor and hope all the while. 
'Tis hope In our boHom that bids us rejoice. 

While the cup of affliction we drain, 
When loved are taken from our fond embrace 

Wo hope we shall meet Ihem again. 

'In winter we wait the returning of spring 
To bring back the leaflets and flow'rs; 
n springtime we wait for the fruit summer brings 
Its balmy winds, sunshine and showers. 
We earnestly hope for the things yet unseen. 

With this hope we patiently wait. 
Till invisible fingers shall silently lift 



icr the niystica! river tlial Iks 
wi?(iii \is and yoiifiiT fdir .slKprc, 
ivisible boatmari shall bear us awjiy — 
To sorrow and sigh never more. 

a on, star of hopo, by tliy light oiir rniil lijinn 
Sails safely o'er life's trotihted deep, 
■ Tiil wc enter tlio haven upon tliat hlewt short', 
Where bopc full fruition shall meet. 

BIRTH-DAY (JREBTING T(l MOTHER. 
Mother, five and seventy years 
In this wiirltl <if flniilcH and tears 
Yoii have lived, and now lo-day 
We all come our gifts to lay 
In your hands and kiss your brow — 
Thii' 'tis creased with wrinkles now 
Yet we lovu you nioru and more 
As you near the golden siiore. 

Motlier, once your brow was fair. 
Soft and wiinny was your hair, 
LiKhl your footstep, bright your eyi', 
With tlif rose your eheek did vie: 
Onco. like ours, your heart did bound 
At the sweet familiar sound 
Of a voice to you so dear — 
Silent now for many a year. 



But the years have passed away. 
Turning golden hieks to gray: 
Urighl your eye no longer glows, 
From your eheek has rted the rose; 

Thu' to some It may »eem strange. 
Yet, ynnr (^liildn.'n would not change 
Locks nf snow and hrnw of rare 



Bokn: Tavlok Cik, Iowa, March 20, 185i). 
At the age of thirteen Edwin was left an orphan, andS 
) from that time he was compelled to make hisownway^ 
in the world. In Ism he entered the Journalistic lleld^ 
and In 1880 started a crusiide against the corrupts 
Hi^ement of the Iowa Statu Inatllutioa for the Lk'ar:| 
the fight was curried to the legislature, and the charges 
\ of Mr. Watts were sustained and the management ro- 
* moved. In 181)1 he was a delegate fromPottawattamle | 
I Co. bo the state convention, and he has since filled var-j 
' ions other positions of trust. Mr. Watts was married^ 
in 1885 to Miss Eva Avalia Cobbs, with whom he i 
resides in Council Ulutls, engaged Id Journalistic work. 

GOOD ItYE, OLD YEAR. 
Good bye, old year, good byel 

And welcome to the n 
It is with a tear and a sigh 

1 bid you a kind adieu. 





Born: Des Moines. Iowa. March 8, 1878. 

k'ouDi; lady ti;raduu li;<l Trum the East Bes MoiiicM 
Hi^li School In 181t3, was chuseii class poet, and her 
Farewell Song in here given. She in now a clerk in the 
Sallnnal League of State Teachers' Bureaus. 



farewp:ll sdxg. 

Twas ao old forfiotten dhirythai I found DOtlongagn, 

In kioklnj; o'er the relle« or the past. 
When by myself 1 wandered back in the long' Ago, 

Tis a memory I will keep unto the last. 

Cno; It is only a j'nirriul 
Only a journal. 
Only ti record of our school 
Life, that In all; 
We have fondest recollections. 
And have centered our affections. 
Of those happy day.M wenevercan recall. 



fng o'er the pageH of that old, forgotten b<Kik, 
I gladden as 1 read those happy deeds: 
reap the fruits with pleasuri? of our early 




ntliful da: 



I we lightly sowed the seeds, 
rwork on earth 



Vheo life's leSMtns all are ended and o 
plcte, 
May we hear our master kindly say "Well Done:" 
ad our schoolmates all have gathered, never more to 

part again, 
'hon our noblest, grandest work is Just begun. 



g This lady la the editor of the Hecord and btae Weeklr 
T Sentinel ul Osceola, Iowa, in which city she now resides. 

Her poems occasionally appear In the periodical press 

and always receive favorabie notice. 

TIGER LILY. 

This is the splendid flowitr whose torrid orange blaze. 

Set pniudly a-tup of its rough and slender wand, 

I Is timed unfailing with the northern harvest days, 

A sceptor the fjunimi'r Riviis to August's hand; 

Its hard bright leHVf.'smiRht be the karma of the sword, 

Born to softer iiu-arnatliiii than the steel. 
And for belter chancGN life and death afford, 
Excharigiiijt power to .-ilay. Tor [jower to feel, 

And the soul of the rifle's pitiless ball 

Well could live in the black spears borne on its Bide, 
Waiting till th<! re-cre:itive dust shall fall 

From thosi! rii-h autlicrs under petals ojiened wide, 
In that strong rounded I'lirve uaod most in Roman art, 
T, ever, tliu dreamers and the sages deem, 
' Life climbs and sirngglea toward some higher part. 
Oft by plants transmuted in the wondrous scheme. 

Id many an Irish garden corner dim. 

Moonlighted, the feet of angry mnhs have trodden J 
down. 
^Crushed flat this lordly lily for their hate of him. 

That Prince of Orange who wore England's crown, 
' Whose sign tliey held it was, but could not overthrow. 

The throne whereon he sits in human hearts alway.> 
f With those few men of faultless courage that they know. 
Beloved most and not forgotten when they prar. 



BoBN: FAIKhlBLD Co.. O., DkcJO. 1S2T. 
Ik 1890 Mr. Clymer removed from his farm In Morley 
to OUd, Iowa. Jic has Issued a volume of poems i 
titled Echoes of the Woods, e(insistiDi;orsoDgs, ballad^ . 
'and lyrics, whirl! in ii charming mannor carry the a 
thor back to the days of boyhood and youuK manhoc 
In his Ohio home. The true spirit of the muse per- 
s the entire volume. He has had a strong par-j 
j^lallty for poetry from his earliest recoliectloD. 
^Clymer has several volumes of verse ready for publica- 
tion, and devotes his time mainly to wrilind and doing i 
^liKht farm work. 



POETRY AS COMPARED TO PROSE. 
True poetry of thought, if it is well expressed. 
In prose, blank verse, or rhyme, as suits men best, 

<- D^JI nature wakes from lethargy and sleep, 
contemplation, laughter, chance to weep. 

It — heaven-born — the soul of man inspires 
With rapture, and his zeal it tires. 

It thrills the soul with beauty's vital charm; 
To noble deeds it nerves the palsied arm; 

It cultivates the heart: incites to love, 
Ane elevates the thoughts to things above. 

Since prose is deemed suHlciently complete, 
Devoid of rhythm, of rhyme, and of poetic feet. 



In rhyming versi 
We've harmony, 



, we've measured time, 
md rhythm, and rhyme; 



The parts arranged in order ail complete; 
Some lines have many, others have few feet. 




We hero will not uHlrni, nor yet rtrny. 
That such is ixietry; tliougli it seems dry. 

Perchance the author gave us but the hull; 
I And Icept the kernel — chance uur tasle l» dull. 



We hope from time 
To give you fruit: - 



to tinie.ui^ slinii ;i|)iK>HriiK)st meet. 1 
I'lio lastf It will the taste rcpca 



ThouBh ft holds meat all ready to your haml. 
Its taste who'd Judge, should skill to taste coninia 

This fruit may, then.becracked.andlasted to<i,a!lrouii(l, J 
And cracked again; rcmairiin); fresh and sound. 



EVOLL'TION. 
I Wonderfully long, Indeed, llaeckel's chaiii, 

Which gave tlie moneron two tegd and a brain, 

From the depth of thii sea the moneron lanie; 

Haeckcl the scienti.st i;ave It a name; 
' As small as a pin's head, a Riohulai' cell: 

After ages to erawl, suall-like, from a sliell. 

An Infubory neither male luir female. 

Acquires a back-bone, and tins, and a tar!. 

A thing without nerve, or muscle, or wish. 

Is changed to a ix)lyp. a mollusk, a fish. 

Hatched by the sun fnim the spawn of tlic rrojt, 

Reigns queen in a mud-puddle, Ml.'* I'cilliwon. 

A tortoise a monkey, four le^s recollect ; 

A roan with two hands and a mlnii walks erect. 

Some millions of years regulriOK t^ NM^n 
?The chasm between the monkey and man. 

The bllhoni betwixt bis llrst and last stale 

And th nunilHT of limes he did t 




Hnas: Granvii.i.e. Ohio, Nov. IP. 1848. 
f Fob many years this lady taught schnoL In 1886 she 
f married Frederick Luick, and resirie* al Belmond. 

JilDDEN LIFK. 
"Oh where are Ihe daisies, mamma, 
And where are the violets blue? 

I've looked all around, 

On the frosty Rround, 
And under the rose bushes, too. 
" Did they get sick, dearest mamma, 
Like our sweet little sister dirt, 

And go 'way up high 

To live in the sky 
With Jesus, or where are they hid? 
" Oh I know now where they've gone to, 
They're playing at hide and go seek, 

The wind knows it, too, 

1 saw when it blew 
It raised up the cover lo peek." 
" Yes, they're only hiding, darling, 
Sly Jack Frost is hunting them now, 

But they'll keep still. 

I'm quite sure they will, 
For daisies and vi'lets know how. 
"I saw on the lawn, this morning, 
The traces where Jack Frost has been, 

He went right over 

Their soft hrnwn cover 
"And he never tiiought to look in, 



Bokn: Parkk Co.. Indiana. Mav i.'., IK-KK 
In 18ii2 Mr. Coleman moved to fiut hrie Co., [owii.wln' 
he hHS reisideci ever since. For nine years he wu- 
member of tlie count.v Imard iirBU|)ervituin>. scviii vim 

Justice of the peace, and has Iwen cniintyjiiirveviiriir 
Tieid olher pouitfons of trust in the rellKiotisanil pnii 
ical work of his county. He whs married Oct.Sii. IK'.l, 

■ Miss Kallierine Miller, who died ()r(, :!IK issii. 



SOURCK OF STRflNGTII AND PllWEK. 
O, learn to trust the God of Tleaven 
For (trace and strenKth,and 'twill lie uivi'ii, 
Tn contiuer every l(ind of foes, 
ThoiiRh ail of earth and hell oprmse. 

The promise says, '■ My graec shall Ije, 
Much a« thy days demand for Ihee," 
And all our trials when they're past 
Otve streuRth and sweetest fruit tn tafteH. 

Our rnnHicts. hard and long, give power, 
From which every foe must cower, 
Till Ntrength, to life (riven on earth, 
Secures the ({ems of ureatest wnrth; 

As Heaven rates them In the xoul, 
Till the victor knows no control 
But love, whose gentle power he owns. 
And values higher than earthly thrones. 

Omnipotence arm, and shows the prize. 
For earth-bom sons heyond the skies, 
Where eternal life, peace and love, 
QiTCB Joy In the glory world above. 




How nfti-n men fri't over losses Ilicy fr 
And lliink they arc heavy atiil statrK'T 
And many timcH full: 

I notliinK worth having (ir kocpiiiK \s lost. 

II shi|) in it fitorm they're driven and tnsscd. 
l-'or iinthlnfr at all. 
Hut bits of dn: 
HxccedinRly emiill. 

* Tis not the real loss thai worrys iis most. 
Mitiiy limi-s out (if our rastcet jewels are Inst, 
And we untire it not. 
f TIjp liwirfs liost affections so ori'ii are smired, 
i HflHTOUs for good are rlevoureil. 
Wlillo anger is hot: 



lliiinanity 1( 



^ roFKot, 



s last. ( 





er. will n 
.at uiitliiiiK ean sever, tliat ti 

Tliy never take wiiiifs 
III leave lis alone — they n've sw 
e niiieli liclter than Rold: for m 

("au rob us or brioj: 

Sorrow and grief: 

Tliey Riv. 

A gmitl dei'd nr Ijiud word, a neuernus thought. 
Ib worth more than money. Iiad hotter be sought 

Tliau silver or gold. 
The one wlio treasures these ui» is riclior far 
Than the millionaire riding In iiiiimiiion's bright car; 

He sordid and old. 

So soon Btript bare. 

Is i)oor witii iiis Rold. 

And yet thw scramble for some bauble g 
With the beggar as well as tir king on his throne. 
The real is unsought. 



This life is an iiiixi-cl witli llic ko<kI and the bad, 
Thi^ jojous and the gay, so close to ilie sad, 
'Tls a wonder any inorial ever is glad. 

The only escape wc have from this world's pains. 
Is Mit! gate or dL-atli: but faith and hope sustaiDS 
Uur desiri' for Heaven: atid intlnite Kaiiis. 

WHAT IS LIFK? 
Say what is life, and whal am 1, 
Awhile on earth and theti tu die; 

Is living lure with all itK pains, 

A uselesK Ihliii.' tliiit briiiKr^ no galas. 

Is this all I will fver see. 

or my life of toil and niiseryy 

Is llieri! nothing in the tUght ••! years 

To make up for niy grills imil tearsy 

Or is this life of pain and gloom 

A iiarhlnger of worse lo n.uiL'? 

lias lilind rmre with no love nor hate, 



C.i\ 



I ill' 



o desolate': 



lliiving no reason, hope Jior fear. 
Mow can these In my life ajiiR'ari* 
No knowledge 11. and gives to ine 
Tilings II. was wltlmnt eternaliyt' 
C'lienilcal foree with no design 
Hring out this struggling life of niln 



No. r 



, I knt 



r It ('ann< 



he- 



That force is all there is of me. 
For siitTerfng, s<irrow. cures nor cries. 
Comes from that wlii<')i lives ]iot. nor dies, 
Frlendithip and love, Joy. tio|ie and fenr. 
In thinkless force, docs not aptM-ar. 
There is a cause for life aiiil Ihonglit. 
Suiwrior to the forces brought 
I alter's senseless combination. 




1 kis^ the cheeks ur the l>o}'s and girls. 
And toss and tangle Itieir yellow curia. 
I am full of laughter and full of glee 
As 1 scurry the ships o'er the tossing sea. 

I come trom the land wliere Iho rivers flow, 
Where mountains loom their peaks uf snow. 
Tlifire in the distant waves never a tree 
As tar as tlie wanderer's eye can see, 
And the waving grasses tall and high 
Meet with the edge uf the gray-blue sky. 

I am thv Eaist wind, laden with rain 
To water the grass and the growing graiu; 
To bring llie flowers and buds to birth 
That lie asleep in the dark, damp earth. 
1 always liring clouds for rain or snuw — 
This if my mission where ever 1 nv'. 

I rtnii*: [ttm the land vf tlie rising sun. 
Wliere tlie life of niiin was. first begun; 
From Arabia's land where Ilie temples rise 
To Allah, Uod of the Easlern skiew. 
Where the Indus and the (Janges flow 
fc'ed from ijcaks of eternal snow. 



I ani the South wiiid, wilh me I hrint; 

Tile sunsiiine and beauty of balmy Spring. 

1 sway with luy breath the dalTodil 

And ruffle the breast of the stream at will; 

[ iMiftly murmur among the Irees — 

1 am the gentle southern breeze! 



I eome from the land where tlie date and palm 
Wave in tije air of softest balm. 
Wliere all hIodk the river bank 







^l 







>' do the b1j»<1 Ijlrds jiiyi 



Their soiigs sii liapiJ.v.Kay and tree. 
While 1, fair H^cotlaiid's Prince and KinK, 
A priuoiier must be?" 

Thus mused the uuptlve sad acid Iujji', 

While ri'otii hlH window Hiiiail and det'ij 
He t,'a/,i'd on battlements of stone, 

And soon TorKot t« weep. 
The garden lies below his ghxi: 

A mossy, green, uiid flowery dell, 
Bathed in the soft nKHiii's silvery niys, 

u'er all stems east a aptli. 

Fair. Itt'llliiLiit jewels sparkle bri^Iit, 

Si'l in their sea of sapphire blue. 
While rrum the gentle eye of nijtht 

SiiFt falls the lender dew. 
Around the iiale moon's silvery faee 

Final, clonds of tinled pciirl niid ^'old, 
Vnlr rornis of siift and airy firaee, 

Arj(l iM-iiuty all uutnld. 

Til 



llii 



eaptiv 
lH.e1 



'^(inl I'lolvs I. 



ud li 



Ihe 



Wiiiise life is sad tuiil dim: 
Aii<[ lie a happy day will bring. 

in Ills own way and by His hanil 
This I'rlneo shall »tlil Ih- Setitiajid's 

llelovcd by all the land. 

l^e leans bis licad upon the sill. 

Ills itolden hair fallfi on liis lirea^ 
His bright eyes elost-, his lips are st 

He gently sinks lo resl. 
A solemn silence ivIkus o'er all, 

A silence holy and divine; 

Pale stars o'er ivied eastle tall 

l^their glujy shine. 



^T'E ™dMW)o 



(n: Batox Rouoe, La., 1851. vy 

f For the iMst Iwi-Ui! years Mrs, Reed has been a resf-, 
' dent of Red Oak, lAwa. Her poems have received e 

tensive publirai i'>ri throufflioiil the soutli, and »lwa.v.s 

receive w&rni praise. 

LONfi AGO. 
When I ait at even alone, 
ThJnkiiiK '•'* Hip ]«'-l and fione, 
While the el(K-k with ilmwsy flngent 
Marks him lonK the iiiiiiiilen linger. 
And tlio emiK'rs dimly burning 
Tell of life to dii-it returning, ' 

Then my Imn'ly cliair Hmund, 
With a rjiiiet monrriftil wmnd, 
With H murmur soft and low 
Comes the t;h"sts o( h<\nc ago. 
One by one 1 numt llieni o'er, 
VoiceH thai are heard no more. 
Tearu that iDving eheeks have wet, 
Words whose music linKers yet. 
Holy face, |wile and fMir, 
Shadowy locksdf enrl.v hair, 
Happy sigha and wlii«per» dear, 
Songs forgotten many a year, 
LipB of dewy fragranci': eyes 
Brighter hlueR than the 8kles. 
Then the Kentte vhadovn glide, 
Softly murmuririk' at my side, 
Tin long iinfrieutily day, 
AU forgotten, fades away. 
Thus when I am all alone. 
Dreaming o'er the past and gone. 
All around me sad and slow, 
Come the ghosts of long ago. 



"Igi^st^d. 



Uokn: Crawford Co., Pa., Jan. U, IMTt'i. 
Foil a numberofyeur-i tills lady taught .school, and now 
resides in Postvillp, Iowa. The poems of Miss Nob! 
isionally appear in the ItH-al preis. 

I'HAVEK. 

Sreak off, *lli my snul fnnii every ttsnipting snare. 
SChat to miiet my iit^A I may prepare! 
Xnd lay up treasiircsover there, 
r^ii llio other side of death's dark river. 
By faith may I hold on !o theo until thou dost delivi 
fen mr. frnni sin and temptation forever. 



(Hi. Klve luo um-i' mor 
And strentitii lliat I i 
Until I behold Thee, 
T)hl my Siivior, help n 
The dreadful lidr, of f 



Our r 



1 ihy pardoning graeel 
ii({ht run the Christian raci'. 
ny Savior, face to face. 
B to ever row against the tide. 
ill. tliat is sweeping far and n 



lown to eternal death, in Thee may I abide, ip. 



By the sacred spHoK n' thy power divine. 
May Thy lovinj; arm over me entwine: 
And thy gwriness shelter me every time, 
.\s I strive and watch, and without ceasing pray- 
To be kept from Ilietempler's power from day to day, I 
iCver rowing against llni lido of sin in the perfect way,. 

oil, by thy spirit lifl up a standard against the power 

or satan, the dreadful foe. that hiuir by hour, 

I may resist him who would dcstMv and devour. 

Oh! my Savior! wash nie and make me clean, 

Help me on thy strong tower to lean. 

Rowing against the tide with a mind calm and serene. 



lloKN: i:<niK. UlHK, l>KL'. KI, IKIH. 

A:>i<>.\» till'. inHD.v |iiil>licalii>tm t'. whicli lliis lii<l> h 
riliiilHl niitrlit Ih! mi'iitinnriii ritiTsiiirs Miijiti'^ii 

riiicijiiinli Woirkly. I.iidi.'s' It<'|H»iT<iry. iiiid tin- <'lir 
Mil SliindHnl. TliiKliidy WiiKiiiiirrkdln lKTI)Ui(ir>.r 
iV. Ifjiiiis. Slic fiillijws riu- |m'fi!>sifiii of a Jouniali- 
iiid iiiiw rosidcK in Ml. Ayr, Inwa 



XOVRMIiEll 
i' ponti tlic rliarm tVi;it rendered days 



wv 


Aitcl iiitflit a I 


larvfl (if iH-wilfliinK firAcv. 


Vlt 


A liiitiMtiK spirit 


slill i;(>iiti'<il.s llie iilr, 


**mJ 


Anil wojivcs 1 


s fosttx.iis ill Ntjvfniber's f 



fiiL-i\ 
Fri.ni livi- ['. tri-.' Ilii- j:nld.-ii links jiri-vai!. 

And swiiiK tlii-ir Ic;ify jiendiiiils iu iniil-:iir. 
While m-altiTiiiK lloi-ks with one inn'*>iini 1;ili' 

Ik-nioaii tlu' lales tb.il make their TimsI-. -mi 

Stift, filmy laptt iiium tlie slinihs ahoiind, 

rpliold til f,iti-h the narly niornlriif iiii-t. 
S» line A tcxtiiro iMtiii'il well lie found 

Wlmsc brniried nvdis tliedrstNiiti-riiyf. havi ki. 
S.> *lill iln' day, so fren frum M.und of si rile. 

! hear within tlic vaU' thi' riiijiles llnw 
Like low tiulsu-boats meaiitrin^- oitt a liTe, 

.ViiIkIi it» <:l(ise. sii siift tliey eiiine and |{n. 

The loaves atlanic with varietl-cfilored hue 
Drift lazily alxnit us liere and tiiere 

Like AkitTs wltlinut an anclioraKe in view, 
Some liidilen fairy launched nn the air. 

It spemu to me the year lias dropt asleeji 

Within the arms of plenty, crowned with da: 
)r eiulle-s sjieeeli wliiis,. ..|ieri reein-H> l,.e|. 



»liu 



.III III 



% 



.h'ly. 

Th« iKiiiKhN liHMt; linifi, their Icarcs await 

llair riirlcfl.ii ImucIi 'if air. 
To Hive ilicin lifi- — oppressive wciBiit 

Si'unis in Ihi' iilinosphrrc. 



An<l ilriHipha 
So lately i 
Has lost, all 


Ilow-r w 
1 nill h1( 
M'Wr to 

or swee 


ill) sun-dried eu 

ffer up 
t perriinie. 


AllOltllT kilK 

l;i'ii'';illi 1 

A h^rdirr sn 

Laiinlis e^ 


lint ju^l apace 
e opi.n sky, 
t with brazen face 
II 111 July. 


llin rrailiT ones whose draperies 
Arc scorclitd by iiooii-day's huh, 

At i''pnlldc floso tlicir chalices, 
Knch transient mission done. 


The sweel-(ir 
Heside ni.v 
Shi-rts forth 


kitchen 
s sweet 
iii> 1h:u 


vitliin the shade 
hMtr. 

ess nndistiiayed 
iierorv. 


Likr iiid-tri.'il Iri.'tuh whose worth we 
When nthiTS fJiilliie^s prove. 

Wtiose characters display tlie hest 
111 ministries ut lo\e. 



The brook t\ bit of tangled thread, 

Quite Inst amidst the Kfa.ss, 
Crawls aimlessly alonit its bed 

Unnoticed as we pass. 

A ripple on the kIhssv {hioI, 
A shade athwart the sky, 
A (lash or riilii rlu' air to cool. 



SH^aiSiU^TTIg AJS 



Bubn: Chaqkicn Falls, Skpt. 2, 1B47. 
Unuek the uoiu de tiluiiic or FhIIIi fiaiiipriuii lliis lady 
itrlbutM uuiuuruus [i(K>iii.s tu tlie luteal preitii. 
^be also writes prose, and is a rorrttspuiident of severaL 
^ublicatiODs, aud resides in Greeley, Iowa. 

SOMETHING FUU NOTHING. 
Jomethin^ for nolbiug, yes, tliat's what it meaiis, 

B refitleesiiess throuKliout the laud, 
iotne seeking for otRca and others tar fame, 
'« Nothing else seems so much In demand. 

Somethiug fur nothiug llie achooi-boy lias learned, 
. To seek with his games and his toys, 

To gain an advantage takes mure than he gives 
' To tais school-mates or sumeolher boys. 

temethlog tur nothing the beggar whu pleads 
- For a penny, a nickle or dime, 

Very often t^uuld earn. If he only would strive, 
. A competence for himself at the time. 

Something for nothing ihe xervant girl claima, 
The girl whom her mistress awaits, 
While with some companionn sbe loiters aloag, 
Or idles her time at the gate. 

Something for nothing the banker demands 
Of the farmer whom money would loan. 
Then claps on a mortgage, and thus very soon 
f The borrower loses his home. 

^ORiething for nothing, the merohaiit will say 

^a ho shows yon tlie gfHxls in bis store: 

When you purchase his grinds yoii will often liuieHditd '^ 

you ^ve paid n Kood prlc^nd >Ki^e more, 




TliJil liis toil rifiviT mcels witli ont'-liair ilH reward, 
f(ui be toils on regardlesH ol men. 

Ill' toilx un thus MiwiiiKi tliuughotlit'i'^i may reap, 
The harvest repays loil anti strife, 
Somelhinfir for iiblhiiit; will iioL repiiy tlieni- 
And in tlils a mora) Is ripi'. 

hmts: MouM) tiTV. III., Vkh. 19,1870. 
THt8 lady h tlie uiithur fif a uiiiiiLht of piioms tbati 
liav(>appi?areil liirelitt'ous-periiKlii'iilhiiiiil thi' tttcal press 
and 8lu) )iiisals<j wrii It'll a iiiiiiiIxt c>r k t or it^s. sketches 
and essays. Sli(t was tnaniid in INKI in itev, George N. 
Tillman, and now roHidi^s in Newton, Inwa. 

LOVES LAMENT. 

A few Rhiirl. months a^o wo mel. 
And now wiih decppniiiB repret 
Wp wati-h Ihc fatal liom- draw rilftli. 
That iiartelh over von and 1. 
The Heavens atmvp arc fair, and yet. 
For us the sun's warm liKht lialli set: 
And nn thfj land cir on Ihe sea 
There is nut rest for Ihcc nor me. 

Thine tiyts with bitter tears are wet, 
Art sad that you and I liave met? 
Grieve not. for 'twas the liand of fate 
Drought us tofiether, tliouKli t'Hi late. 

In vain for us to feel ri'Kret. 

We could not liee Loves tangled net: 

Ah Love, if thou wen mily free. 

Hut li'iund - farewell, my Love to iheel 



Burn: Cemtek Point, Idwa, March 1, 1858, 
Mil. WiLsuN was a clo»e student, ntul hHsagotxl know- 
lodge of Greeh, Latin, German and Hebrew. Kor llic 
past decade lie lius contributed to many ut the besi 
publications. In 19" Mr. Wilson was married to Hiss f 
Eminn Ueunian: and in 188T the union was 1 
with a son. Mr. Wilson luis taken numerous \>rm> | 
in literary contests.and is now enitiiKed on severnl workr>. 
He Is a member of the American asstn-iatioti nf writers. 
;tnd also of the luwa state itliariuaceuticiil asNociatlon. 
Mr. Wilson still resides ill tin- place of his birth. 



A TIME THAT IS CiOLDEN. 
There's a time that is uoldeni 

A time of all times: 
When the weddiiiff ItelK oldi'ii 

In annual chimes 
Ring tifty returns or ilie day: 

When the inve tliat was plighted 
In days of the past 

Groweth stronger; not bllKhted 
By frost time has cast, 

Tho' our Iwks become silvery Kray. 

When the moments are treasures 

More precious than gold, 
Which the hand as it measures 

Is wont to withhold. 
As treasures are held ncath the wave; 

When the love that's to brighten 
Our way never dima. 

Tho' our loads never lighten. 
And, trembling, our limbs 

Bear us. tottering, down lo the grave. 



BuKx: Leclaib 



, Iowa, 



7, 184b. 



This nuled soldier, stattt^mau, puel luid t-ditnr served in 
the war as private In Co. B. 24th Iowa Infantry, and 
/as promoted to Lieul. Colonel on Gov. Ktrkwood's 
staff. Mr. Scott wa.s Iwiee electeil to tlio letfislature 
from Cedar Co. iw a republican. For some timflliewaN 
<-iigaged In the real estate business. Mr. Scott coni- 
monced literary work at an early age. and his poems 
(have appeared it some of the loadloK publications of 
JVmi'rica. He is no v iussooiate oditornnd husnessman- 
i ager of the P'armers' Tribiioe. Des Moines, Iowa. 

DECOR.VTION D.\Y. 
Go slaod hf'sldi; the Rrassy mound 

Where drcaralexs heroes silent lay, 
Go drop thy garland on the grave 

Where rests a nation's priceless clay. 
And as you place the token theri^ 

That speaks your praise "f valor won, 
Bethink ye. "still there's work to do," 

For freedom's task is but begun. 
Be thou, as they, to duty's call 

Alive, as prompt as brave: 
That coming time may honor thee 

.\tid -i-atter chaplets o'er thv grave. 

WHEKE HE.\RTS tY>R WRONGS REFU.SE TO 
PEEL. 
Though guilded spire may Heavenward point. 

Though arch and altar grace unfold. 
Yet spire and areli availeth nnught, 

Where' people die frfim want and cold. 
Though organs peel their lofty strains. 

While priests proclaim Uieir ancient creed. 




Though cushions rich may urace Lhe pew. 

And aisim he soft to huniiit] iread. 
Yet prai!-!' iinist. lamcuish on die lip, 

While thousand* din for want of bread. 

ThoiiKh lojri(i fall from silver loiiguo. 

And fervor kIow on heart of tire. 
Yet word and Hiimi' iin: lost to those 

Who, flllPd with woe. In want expire. 

Though bended arch and lofty nave 

Resound with prai-;ii whili' suppliants kneel, 

Yet prayer and ijraisi- are sacrileBC 

Where hesris fur wroiijtw refuse to feel. 

BiiKN: Garrisiin, Iowa. Apkii. X lH7i>. 
When a haby his parents moved to Le (irand. Iowa, 
where he graduated from the Academy in 1891. The 
, poems nf Mr. Beane iMvasidnally ap|M>ar in the press. 

llEMKMBRANCE. 

When the twiljjtht of time (tat hers 'round, 

O'er the ne'er restinE waves of the ocean. 
Ilameniher the days of thy yonlh 

With the wealth of a heart's* fnnd devotion. 
B'cn through the dim viMta of years. 

The lauKhter and sodk of life's momlnit, 
Re-echo in all after lime. 

Our eventide pathway adorning, 
ttemember the friends nf the past 

For thoutth dreary ilie journey may seem. 
Full many the same way have trofi 

Who no more dream life's niysik- dream. 



Ah 



hink of thy life's sunny morn 
When iteotly tlit: sliadowf. elosc 'round. 



MmiWE'h 'M0'rim% 



ItOK 



: E-. 



Del'. 4, 1W4. 

KxioitATiNO Willi Ilis giarcrits in r;iti!iilri wlicti iilii>' 
yi;irs or niiP, Rr-v. Nurrii there receiveil tun I'diii-rtlitm 
iiriil was urdaiiied I'l tlie Christian iiiiriistr.v. ATIit 
|irenchin(r four years in f'aiiHdn lie wnscalltd in till I lie 
lutsLorutc ortlicelnireli in liiMilioMf^r, N.Y. Ninety 1 lieu 
lie lias had pastoral eiiMitcc '>f churches in manytirihe 
western states. Mr. Nnrri* hasnlways hi-i'n interested 
ill music and ts the aiillior uf Songs of tliii .'^luil. a vol- 
ume of nearly two hundred p&ucs uf (>rl);inal Hnd so- 
Iccted ettngn. lie whs married in 1870 to Ml.is E. A. 
Ihird.and now has a larttc family. The poems of Mr. 
Nnrris have appeared in the leadiiiK religions pubilcu- 
liiins of America. Iln is now a resident of I'arkers- 
liiirtc, Iowa. 

CHIME ON SWEET HELLS. 
Lot the bells trhlnic on in the mnrnlnK, 

When the shadows lice away, 
At the throne of jjraee seek the Father's face - 

He will keep thep IhniuKh tho day, 

Clin. Chime on, sweet bolls, let Joy notes HnR, 
Chime on, chime on. sweet beliis: 
Your praises bring to Christ our King. 
Chime on,«himc on, sweet bolls. 

Let the bells chime on In the iionntide, 
When tho earth is glad and bright: 

Let the day so fair, with it^ beauty rare. 
Fill thy soul with sweel dclit{ht. 




SOLDIEBS BELOVED. 

Soldiers beloved, wii come to-day, 
Bringing hright binssoms. sweet flowers of May: 
Here you are restlriR, since jour release;> 
Yours be flie Kli^ry- ours blefised peace. 

Sad was the carnage, fearrul the fight: 
Bravely yv battled for tJod and right. 
For home and country, for friends so true; 
God gave you victory, soldiers In blue. 

We sadly nii.ss you, tears fall like rain, 
For wc can never moet here again! 
Still hope ugtspringing soothes all our pain; 
Hearts ever lovinK shall meet aitalti. 

ARKS GONE BY. 
Ages gone by. Urtlilehem's plains 
Echoed with joy heavenly .strains; 
Wise men from far, traveling by night, 
Followed a star, wondrously hright. 

Cho. Rejoicel rejoice; let bells of gladness ring, 
Rejoice! rejoice! and cheerful Antliems sing: 
O .shout for joy this Christmas morn. 



i, for all, the Christ v 






Angelic choirs, flaming with light, 
Swept their sweet lyres, sang with delight; 
From heaven above tidings they bore, 
Tidings of iove, love evermore. 



WE COME WITH nRAFTIFUL FLOWERS. 

We come with I)eaii1irul flowers. 

The sw.'uli-^t iiiid briglilejil and best; 
And tearfully, tenderly .strew them 

IfsfluietWrest ; , 



n. BYmms.. 



Am till' amiiur nf Slicniwirrt Miirrli Id tin- Sen, Mr. llyi-i 
lias twconin wi'll kmiwii a« a iHint of no iiipaii abilil; 
lie Is the aultior or n volume (■ntitlprl The Happy \*h 
and Other Poems, a work contaJniiiK many loiichiiij 
^acerul and spirllfd ixiems. Mr Byerii is ii residenl < 
' Onkaloosa. Ifiwa, where he Is well knnwu Hiiil IiIk'i'J 



respected. 



-ft'^^-r^-i^U::^^-' 



SHERMANS MARCH TO TItK SRA. 
)iir i-amp-Ilri!S shone liriulit nn the immiiUInf 

That rrowiiert on the river hclow. 
While we slood hy our (tuns iti tlie moniiuK. 

Ami uanerly watflicd for the Toe: 
When a rider L-ame nut frnni the darkness 

T^at hiinK over mountain and tree. 

And shouted, " Bnys, up and be ready! 

For Sherman will iiiareh lo the seal" 



Then elicer upmi eheer tor iMild Shermam 

Went up from eaili valley and (flen. 
And Ihc buRles re-trhoed Ihe musif 

That came from the lipi^ of the men: 
For we knew thai the stars in our haiiniT 

More bright in their splendor would Ik-. 
And that hIesainBs from Northland would greet us. 

When Sherman marched down to the sea. 

Then forward, boys! forward to battle! 

We marched on our perilous way. 
And we stormnd the wild hills of IJesaca — 

God bleSH those who fell on that day! 
Then Kenenaw.dark in lis t'lory. 

Frowned down on Ilic (iau of the free: 
But tlie East and ihe Wr>t hnre our hlandards, 

And Sherman marchetj 



still onward we pressed, till iiiir banners 

Swi'jit nut from Allaiilu's ((rini walls, 
AikI ttio bloDil (>r [lie putriiit dampened 

Thi^ siiil wlicrt! tlie rebel llajf Tails. 
Vi'l we paused not to weep fur tlie rnllen, 

Wli'i slept by cacli river and tree, 
lint we twined tlicm a wrealli iif the laurel, 

And Sliernian niarclied on to the sea. 



We lieHrd nnt the Ihreat'DiriK 'it Toenien, 

Rtnbatlled they stood by eaeh Kun 
One shout and the sea lay luforo us 

One rliarKe and Savannali was won. 
Then sanK we a sonjr for our i liieftain. 

That echoed o'er river and lea. 
And the stars In our banner shone brj(;hter 

When Sherman niari'lied down In the sea. 



iSHsciiSig m. ,ax>f,7('M. 



IKieins of this lady -iccaslonii 
Mriodk-al press, and always ailrael 
Btheir b<'auty and urace. fShe reslii 
f where she lui.s a host of friends a 



V apiiearin the pe- 
avtirahle notice by 
■■ In I>itbut|ue, Iowa, 



KOmilVK. 
Forgive thy brother. See him stand, 
With downtiast e.yis. and oiitHtretcbed hand, 
Oh,Blve him yet a ehanee to Mhow 
The riRht that in his heart may ttrow. 



Forgi 


■e Ih. 


brotbei 


oh; rorg 


ve. 


And 


et. th 


germ <. 


troodness 


live 


ForKi 


-e til 


hrothei 


hold hi!i 


love. 
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Born: BKtLEFos'it. !'a., .Ian. lit, 182«. 
Ik 1*1« tlie subject uf tliis sketcli became u du^utirrtfuii 
Hrtbl.uiid sabseijuentlj" a pbolograplier. 'jfii yfar> 
iHUT )iu purcliaNod an iiittn-st in tlie Dcmouriitii- 
cliiiiiin cif PeiinsvlvaiilK, which jtapvr he 
Illy jiiirchasf-d Htid lici'jiiiii' siiIl- cdilnr hikI pruprii' 
Mr. llariiliiirt whh [iiiirvicil In l*iO to Ml.' 
~ pcr.v (i. l>iirMt,iiiKl tliry hiivo lliri'ft iiiliTCstliiK diiiiKh- 
Mi'. KuriihiirL was iulmiitctl tu Uiu luir i 
iHiM afli^r oiiiTicrt uii (illlci-, mill in ISTT r 
iiisraniily tuCliiirlcsCity, liiwii, whrr>! Iio hiist'vi-r 
r,'si(i«l,i-t]K;inril ill Iliii [.rjii-tici- iifljiw. Mr. Himi- 
i.s a st.'i)(.Kra|jhfr aii'l a H'iicli.'r <•( thai artihuis 
1 iialunil tiiti.siciari, atii1 is a lively iii'i'rornuT 
tlic tint L' and vlDJin. Tlic pin'iiisur this gentleman h: 
. apiH-an-il quite c.vliTi'ilvi'ly In Hit; IrailiiiK pfriiidicaU.^j 



WOMiKR Wii.\TS ■J-llE liKASiJN. 
Them's a litlJr. lnv.-!y valley. 
A nimaiilic, -'.Siiriify Ui'D." 
Where my spirit ortcu wniidi'r> — 
Whafs llw iiaiis.-, I L-atiNoi i<-ll. 

Tberu I Iollk tn sit and listfii 
To Ibc cheerful moriiiiig lay 

Of the lillhi reallirrud songsters, 
Singing sweetly all the day. 

There are nputli: summer sunbeams, 
Where tlie rragrant Howers ki'ow: 

And they set my lieart a-thr(ihbiii(r — 
Whafs the cause, 1 du not know. 

Over yonder iu the valley, 

Down aloiit; the '-Sprucy Dell," 

Lives a. fair and gentle maiden — 

Wonder whether she could IbU'/ 



Have sL'en the suns of Summer years, 
And slorms of Wintry weather; 

And as I would pursue the theme, 
In German accents sweet, 

1 chance to And this little verse, 
A lying at my feet: 

" Der fild foU^s! It va.s like a dream, 

To siH-al< of dbem lllce dot; 
HarKcry und I vas old folks now, 

Und iiaf tree schiltren got. 
Ve lofes dliem more as never vas. 

Each leedle curly head. 
L'nd efr.v iil^lidt ve takes dliem up, 

L'lid tucks dhem In dheir bed. 
Hut dlien Niimotinies ven I feels plue. 

L'nd all (lilies luiiewome seem, 
I vish I vas :i iKiy again, 

l'nd dis viLS all a dhreani." 

1 spent hOme time In pensive thaughl, 

To read tliia o'er and o'er, 
And every time I read the verse. 

It's "Mard'" and I the more. 
So liere It is, let gloumy thiiUKlit'' 

Itefrcsh like gentle rain. 
That casts Its showers on the earth, 

In sprlngtinio on the plain. 



Our home Is In n cottage now, 

Far fruin uur native clime, 
Where skies were blue and hearts were true. 

Hack in the olden time. 
Tiic! world is much the same as when 

TIk' birds siini; in 
When wondered I. II 



Bokn: lliTNTsviLi.K, Ohki, DKr. 12, IWi'i. 
I'KR receiving Iut I'lliiriilion in the OKkiiliHisi IIjkIi 
school, ill hpiiltli i-niiiiH'lli'd liir tn HpftKi twii yiiirs in 
Colorado, Miss Phnma Xirr Cudwallnrtcr llii'ii look iiji 
the profpssinn of ti-ii<-litnt.'< mi'l s|Kin(ls lier varHtion in 
traveling. 

SOME J)AY. 

Some (lay - somn day — 

Wo fondly siiy. 
And lioiK- stipplk'K tlic coliirs hrlKht — 
Tlmiwsi.vfT all a rHriiaiit liKlit — 
While rii'iilli (In- lirusli tlic ranvas sliows 



isioii r 



■liidi r 



wliilo 



Home liay — si 



I' day! 



Somptlnm -sonipt inie 

Your pen will trace-- a noltli-r IhouRht 
Will spriiiK lo lifi'- its Kratidcitr cauphl 
From luiitflitM to wliU-li yim fondly liope — 
Led tiij by kindly iiorostoiH? — 

Your feet will clinili 

Sometime -hometinit! 



Somewlierc - Miniewhrre — 

Staiel.v and fair. 
You'll Tfar n habitution grami 
Without compare In all the land, 
And she yon liold on earth most dear 
Will share your Eden year by year; 

Love ever there, 
tomewbere — somejyhereL 




At la»t intii IIio st-a: ilx- lint 
Vour canvas sIhiwhI liiis Uist its fjliut: 
Till) rhyme and tli'uiifiil iirc unexpressed: 
Till' lii?lK)its tdWHrii wliii-li jt.iir riiolsleiw 
Lii; far bujoiid, yiinr lii-ini' iicVr knew 
Thiit ItiA-iiiK |n'i'Kcitcii urasscs ^ri-w 
Above lirr criivr, tin' wliiii- you lireaincd 
How miicli Iti'ynnd llii' I'resi'iit seemed 
Thf Fulnn-'s [jiildi'n jirnniisc - 

SnTniiwIii-rn — winiB day — 

Kterniry; 

WriO <:.\N MEASFKE. 

Win. .■an nic;.Mirr 
llair llu' iiii'asnni 
Tlial a tfai-lirr-s UU: alTwdsy 
inspiralioii. 






Willi muddy slioes 
The children track Ihu floor. 

Meni'ry lijiners. 

Sticky llnncw 
Rti)) ynu fpc'l almnt yi 

And tlie kisses- 

PassinR lilis'ps — 
That you look with Cliristia 



/] 




Born: Groton. N.Y., Feb. 7, 1821). 
Aftxk gradualing in 1S4% lie taugtiL Latin <imi (ii 
in the Iowa state university. He wa.tailinitled In 
bar, but has never practiced Ian. Mr. Beadi laii'i 
■ngaged in mercantile business in thestattunery I rndi; 

. now Insurance and pension attorney at 1 
City, where ne resides. Mr. Beacliwasoneortliesi 
iiriglnal founders i>( Theta-r>e]ta-Chi cnllcKPfralrT 
gjOt^anlzed In l&IT. 



FANCY AND FACT. 
Last night ia sweet transport of vision me-lhoUKtil 

I was happy at liome with my loved and lost tuiys 
Who had come as of yore and endearingly boukIii 
My time to beguile with their innocent Joys. 
Home heavenly joys! 

Their past was with many dear memorios crowned. 

With many sweet charms and good deedi^wa-i Itriu'il: ] 
Tiieir present the halo of youth shone around, 

Their future was lit with hopes heavenly light. 
Resplendent the llKht! 

{> presence most dear! O sweet moment of bliss! 

No rapture more hallowed could angels Imparl 
To man from the mansions above than was tliis 

Brief hour of delight to a fond fntlier's heart. 
O'erflowing my heart ! 

But, alas! the bright vision dispelled is soon madi- 
To deepen the darltness where light seemed l<i vli 

My boys In their silent f>eds long since were liiiil: 
I wake but to And that my bliss was — a Dreiiru 
Delusive the dream! 

■Th well that the future lies hid in the mist. 

When dreaming we neod_but tn^ reach and receive. 



£».««<■ 



I "f HniliJtion is ntteu a tryst 
Wlu-rv rorliiric sind hnnor but gteam and clcceivi 
l)rc'jinis (inly deceive! 

'Ill- Di'cmi iiF life, 1(1 till- yiiMiiK and the hoiti, 
Willi ils iiciuittf)usex|Minse8nditsperriinieof bree%e, 

I'illi riii]iUiti Isles lii(liii|{ treasures untold. 
IIiis ii tliiiiiNiiiid atliirinR cliariuH suited to pleas>' 
III iinispirt In plenRe! 



> llIIW I 



(it TrKini, under 
II liiirN lilirtcs <i' 
lii':llll llii' iiiour 



it< 



(Mli.V 



nlit Nlfies, 
(ti iicr (he Rem-cresli'd wavp 
ii'iuntHJiiiius bill'iws that ri^e 
ijiRlit when no cllon can save! 
mid save! 



nv lis 1 lia/.e nil the wreck-strlckeii siinn-. 
in tussi-d nil llie derp at the sport nf the i 
■it in anirui^li iTii-s iint—" Nevermore 
Will pi.a™ !«■ my lot till the haven I And. 
Sliiill finally find I" 



iliOSKNTATION" POEM. 

riilly i-arrs and selflsli aims of life, 
liijis l{i -•(tern necessity — 
I will pass thro' scenes of urandcur and 
linii's (if (treat sin'iitlranri'. 
IS with those wlio stamp tlic Age 
irii' impress quite indelible. 
it all as cflmmnnplace and tame. 
le Alps, their snow-clad peaks will rather 
cliill 
Than 1lirill;and lie who from his bo.vliood hears the roar, 
.Vnd spies the rainbow foam of wild Niagara. 
I'eels not their charms; nnr knows he of the sombrecasl 
J Ot trackless plainM — monotonous to eye and ear. 
of sky eaeh nl«lii. 

, hri»;lit. 




will tfUitc entrance 1 
A brilliant iiam^ "f ii 
But yet in every jilat 
To countless glories 



thiJUKhtful JiMjk — 

r-.: find 

it aru blltiii. 



Familiar witli niatcnl licence 
We Mghl it with InditTitffnce. 
The heroes toil of this our land — 
However brnve, cxaltiHl, itrand, 
Will ehariii the sIkIiL with life anew, 
And brigliter liKht wlii-n we shall view 
Their faith iiiicl liivc with rich reward 
That coriiiiit! »Kes will iiiioid. 
merica — the niiitiiiiiHtit ami MiUuf jirond 
}t LibiTty — a light lo lighteti other lands. 
And s|ihliix that pu/z.les all. fur more than thirty years 
pas.sed IhrouKh ever ehaoKliiK^eeMeMur t atit iiiiiHirt, 
And brought to liglit foil many names— in battle-Meld 
.\rirt amncil chambers of theslati'. which will -mrvi^e 
The wreck of time, the crash of Kniiiiresaiid of worlds. 
Not all Hppreeiaie lhe>>c wojjilerfiil events, 
le luminaries that havo [lathed aliing th<' sky. 
{Fields with their erIaiMiri diUiffe. anil the briny dt'e;) 
;[tDffled Willi eaiinon |>(-als as well as iHrian roar; 
Brave men that rise in niiglil to Nettle human rights. 
Anil yet thninKli all -.inite dilTerent from other timi's 
Of great upheaval and of retulutlon Kceiu-s. 
Our country — leading nations 'round that cat uli H-ll<:ht 
With human iirogress and philoKopliy Is uiail.id. 
Whea Solomon, with wisdom, jxiwer and ricln s blr.-t, 
attracted the fair queen of SLeba with Iii- iiuiic, 

brought him in the tihiiM of Tart<bi^]l Iroin iiliir, 
The gold of Ophir, preciouH stones, and sjiji-i-. nire, 
And gav« him homage. But when she lii'ivi'll' lirid seen 
'he royal splendor of his temple aiirl Mr. ihroio-. 
nd proved his wisdom, surpassing ail. -In- luui lie;ii(l: 
<uite overcome. sill' said, "tlx' half lus o<.l iirrn ti.id." 
Today, wiiich srviiily ami nior \.-.\\- :ii:o w:i 
1th nat^ iiM i*>mL w^.nh.j^^ hiiLi^w.ail.U-iM.-i. 



Of one, thfl foremost in our city and our clatt^; 

OfS. .1. Kirkwood, imr rpuowrtnl i-x-govt-rnor. 
f MuKt fxc^lleiit uiid (|Ullc (airaunliuar.v mail, 

WliosH rHDie. llkeSolDnion's. JKkiiuwri tliro'out theland-.j; 
juiii wi' delight Hi honor, mid reJoU-t oticp more 
IfslL-ii lo IiIh words iif wisduiu. bearing cheur. 

A |i:ilriot true, uiiiiiovcd whi'ti <.-louds or warhuni; low. 

A ■iiHlr.siiiaii.MOLT, wliii'io L'ciuiisc'lHWcrfOursafestKUidv. 

IIU niiiiio and faini> »n- trciisiircd for » leK"*".*'! 

BuiluriiiK lis tin- (li'i'ii rtiiiiidiitiojis of the state: 

And rviir hiilluwiid will wi> ilftnu the happy day 

Which liow we jfjadly welciiiin- :iiid eonmieiuorste. 
Wlictt we riiVJcw ii life well Miwiit 
'Hie heart <u etisi' will rest coiiteiil. 
Sjii'iuK-IiuH' was lirlKlM. willi Ikiwers and leaves, 
The siiiiimcr fruits were rich mid rare. 
The iiutuiuii t^'Hieruil i,'oldi;ii Hheaves, 
Wiriler'H reiMisi' will free fniiu cjtre. 

Al'TI'MN. 
We iiiite Uie cliaiitiiiin winds jind skies »s Autumn sereM 



I'omoua's 
And C'( 



k'll tlie lit 
iniilijiK fni 



ves ;iiul sciittered leaves 

■ If smumer past: 

s heKuDe the clnsinK year wltSj 



liappy lands al last. 

WItli lariKated lints embraced the landscape's sij^ht isl 
bright — 
As summer's green lias merged its sbeeri in richer hi 
now brought lo view: 
Near by, the quiet lake reflects the ni'tonbearos' light al 
niKhl 
Till Ice and sm.w with softened glow euwnipin wintfi] 



fjm 



Bohm: Ohio, IftoT. 
Thr potiaiD of this lady have appeared frum time to 
timi' 111 the loc^l press. She Is teacher of Latin In 
Wichita iKiiiisasI High Scbuol, but her Iwine Is in 
^lanley, Iowa. She was married In the year 18W 



. M. Tei 



i?ll. 



THE FARMER AKD THE SCHOLAi;. 
The good aged father sat by 
And earnestly asked us t« tell 
Ail the truths we had sought and hud found 
In the glory of hill-top and dell: 
Of the beauties of nature's own liook 
Outspread to the gaze ot all men. 
Which tlie struggle for shelter and food 
Had hidden beyond his wide ken. 

Ah mel sighed the good u^ed ninn. 
Have I labored and struggled in v;iin, 
And naught but subalstenee secured 
Kor all of this striving and patnV 
When the death angel berkonsmehouie, 
Away from the struggle for llfti 
Shall 1, too, he able tu read 
The seereis of uatureao rite? 

I will sit, dearest Lord, at tby feet, 
And learu of Thee e'en of a child; 
I will sit as I have done for yeari*. 
As upon nieso oft Thou hast xmiled. 
For labor ot hand, heart, or brain. 
Alike Thou hast offered a prixe: 
The lowest of Beats 1 am willing to take 
In the midst of the good and the wise. 

As eternity's years roll away. 
ftB jigeH Thou will then offer me; 



Tiiil, on, earili's truths to oblain; 
To all aud fur all forever"stlio jirlxe, 
Kiir all labor oT hand, hi-iirt nr Itrain. 

Bokn: Gi.Asuuw, Kv., 1>k(;. IO. ISH. 
Fob a few yeura Mr, Ujililnck tuiiiilil kl'IiooI: he tliciK 
studied lucdiclue and has tiractlct'd thatprofesNloi 
more tliau thirty yeiirs. Me cuiiiv tu Inwn in l<(«.'i and 
has principally TRsidi'd in Wiiitersft.wlierehohaiiabeau- 
lirul home. His poeniancuasioiiailvaiipear in the pre^,jH^9 

THE PUET'S liKFEAT. 
Voutry unique )n rythmal xcme. 
I have tried to write, both pleasing and terse 
i)ut my silent tlioiiKht^ of ini'ompet^nt wit, 
Discouraged my elTorln anil worried luy grit; 
Though my ihouffhls have poetic run, 
Their compilation I have left undone, 
Sufflced to read what others wrote. 
1 meekly surrendered to men of note. 
But pondering pent up thoughts, I demurely cry, 
Arouse, you coward, and (lee to tlie sky: 
Survey the realms of art and nature vast. 
And claim suspended fame at last. 
If I could write as I aspire. 

My pen would picture earth and space; 
ir I could talk as I desire, 

My tongue would guide the human race. 
Hut It's too late now to laurels win, 
I'll die away in my chagrin, 
And quell the epirib Tor poetic fame, 
Anil I'luirn 1 he gist of a doctor's name. 



mr-^ 



MEMORY. 
Twas the home of a liumtile collager 

1 called at that day In my ride, 
So cozy and tasteful the harbinger, 

I remember It yet witb pride. 



That the houHe whs old. decayed and brown. 
Mattered not with the inmates there; 

The walls were clean and with pietiires hung. 
And the draplngs arranged with care. 

A table filled witb paiK-r^ and books 
That 8i>oke of a mncli reflned taste, 

Some bric-a-brac, here and there 

Lent charm to each nook and space. 

A young wile, cheer,^, briKliisome and glad. 

In fresh lace and iieat-Htting dress, 
Sat plying her needle with ringers deft, 

The while gianeint; at Haby BeNs. 

Fair Bess saw the suiuiuer of only a year, 
Dainty cherub with curly brown hair: 

.So happy and winsome In childish glee 
She played near the fond mother's chair. 

Love and coutentnieiat were pictured there 
In that wilderness sort of a place: 

Somehow that home scene my mind impressed, 
So charmingly fllled with grace. 



mu 



A rough chestnut burr hides its kernel sweet, 

To open you'd scarce feel inclined, 
Tint judge not always by outward looks, 
r of face, nor place retnind 



Bokn: Wabash, Ind., Feb. 18, W-i. 
Mits. McfiKiFF* lias written about three hundred poems 
which have conatjintly appeared in the periodical press. 
She resides with her husband and family in Monroi 

THE TWl) UAKS. 
Two mamnioth oaks, 
Tall, ((rand and king-like, 
Stood in a pasture 
Where the lambs so blithe and ga; , 
Frolicked and capered 
All day long at pluy. 

In the green Ixmghs 

The birds would warble 

Hongs eo sweet that would 

Enciiant the ear: 

And the wild grapevine 

Tliat twined and draped around them, 

When its (ruit was ripe, 

Oft brought me there. 

On the sort seat 

That nature's hand bad Tashloncd, 

There I have sat and ate 

Its purple Truit: 

While in the branches, 

nirds would furnish muKic 

Sweeter by far than harp or flute. 

Ah, what Is gi'^tixl^i*' 
More miblime than nature: 
Ah, what more lovely 
Than those mighl.v Irei-s, 
That HtOdd side by side 
la tin; alupiu^ U 



iirul I'oPt of llir Stmtliern lllid 
lie is a m.-ml«>r of tlip G. A. R., fiminiiiiidiT ut Sliiil 
' Itock Pdst Nil. ai::,iiiid Lieut. Ciil. (if tlir BiitlrrCounty 
Veteran AssiH'Jat ion. Mr. Marl in wa^ miirried in I 
to Miss Sarali II. Coup, and still ntsiilcs nenr Hartfnr^j 

BY THE SIDE OV THfJSE WHO DIED. 
Once more, wlillo the partli is njniciiii.' 

In Ik r early .summer Imurs. 
And llii; wilri liirds their srincs art: voicltiy 

In tiK' rriiKi'JUil wijiKllaiid iHiwvrK. 
And tin- air is rirli with the iierrnmr 

or insos 1111(1 liriKlU-llllili llowi'rK. 
Wc have met by tlie side of lluw whn died 

Knr tliis lieaiitiriil Und iif oiir^. 
We have ftmie. but nut as nmuriiers 

Who are layinK their lovfd ■in.'-, awa.v. 
nm I" iiay iinr dead lienws llie Imnnrs 

TliiU iM'loiiK 10 Menid'-rjil Day. 
And |iliii-e ttiT tile (travrs uf imr fiillen braves 

Tilt' liiving trtlnitn of fliiwers, 
As we meet hy thfi Ride of lliosc whd died 

fur tills benntifiil land of ours. 
Wo come that the world may he better 

.\s it sees liow we lionor niir dead, 
Whose deeds destroyed slavery's fetter 

And nave us a free land instead: 
And we call on our cliiliiren Willi pride 

To strew on their Kravi's Iirinhte8t flowers, 
As wc meet hy the side of llinse who died 

For this Iwaiilifnl land n( ours. 
God bless the grand name of Lfii^an, 

Who Kave us ■■.Meuiorial Day," 
And lualie it a rallyiiitir Hloguu, 



And nil 
Tlii's, 



Fo 



baiiner is ff>lliiwe(l with pridr, 
ihall be (ifickcil Willi HoWers, 
wf meet by the side iif ihosc who dipd 
this beaiitirtil land nl' (lurs. 



And when we are placed hv tmr roinrndcs. 

Our rhildren will still keep thi- day. 
And meniurieS tender Ihough end. 

Will niuisti-n tbeh eyes uk thc,v sayi 
"Love thp Itaiiner tliey honored with pride- 

And tenderly derk them with llowRrs, 
Aa they lie by tlie side of those whodied 

For thii bpaiitiriil land of nnrp." 

[fon.v: FuEEPOKT. Ohio, Mahum .H), JK37. 
For eitfbt years tliis lady taiiKht srhiKil. and 
moved to Tnwa. Her pnisms have gcneraUy appearef [f* 
under a nnm de plume. She wax married in 18(12 U\\!^ 
RlwnofI A. Rnrnett and nnw r-esides in next^r. Iowa. 

HI1ILI> HIGHER. 
Kuild higher, hiiild higher, build higher, 
Ob toilers In the vineyard of life, 
If careworn, disheartened, or weary. 
Never think of avoldtng the atrife. 
While faithfully duties performing. 
Neglect never the food for the mhid, 
It will keep you from many temptations, 
Pure enjoyment you will always find. 
Let your spiritual strength increase ever: 
Faith In Je^^us your anchor and stay, 
Willi cimscience that's void of olTense, 
All yiiur years will pass smoothly away. 
Then aim at an honeHl position. 
Improve ihe one talent you possess; 
If ten be tlie number, still higher 
Ljhe.bulwarlj^fft^appinj^ 



?B. TK[HC5ilT*yi:i^L 
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.\ktbr receiving inslructlon In the common schools (if 
Ills native town, Mr. Thickatuti tautrht fur iiwliile. iil 
I lie same lime studying medicine, and after Mi n-e year- 
he attended a cuiiriie of niodleal lectures ai C'levelaml. 
Oilio. At the age of twenty-one he enlered llie KitiK-.- 
ville Academy of 'Ohio, which he attended f(ir thrci- 
years. In 1862 Mr. Thiekstun wii» miirried to Mi-s 
Sipha M. Lyon of Casadjra, N.V., and for Ihe following 
-.ti-nyears they both taiiKht Jn MeJidvillc .\radeniyfif 
IVnus.vlvanla. They next came west and bolli taught ^ 
in ClialQeld Aeademy nnd then In Hastlnu-'^ CentrHl 
Aejidera.v, Minnesota, wliere he also served iis ltu|itisl 
minister In the latter plaee. The Hev. Thomas K 
Tliickstun has also Hlled pastorales at W.averiy anti 
i'ella. Iowa, and Is now pastor of the Haptist church of | 
Council UlulTs, Iowa, of which church he was the prlii- 
eipal founder, ha\ing traveled twenty-five thousand^ 
nilies in its iiileresl, raising thereby tlic sum of si 
thousand dollars. Mr. I'liieijfttun hiis two sons. Will L. " 
and T. Duane; and threedaughtcrs. Flora E.. Ifattie R. 
and Carrie L. M. in Xovenilwr, 18(^2. Mr. Thlckstun was 
bereft of his wife, a lady nf edurntion and a loving 
mother, and a poetess from her early .vears. The l!ev 
Thomas F Thickstun ia tlic author of about 
hundred poems, which appear from time to time in 
periodical prcsi;. 

MY GUANDSON. 
Mellow and ."oftly fi-li the sjilendor 

Of the rifing new-born day; 
When through our hi)nie in rnya! acci'nl. 

Sounded a voice, '■ I've come to stay.' 



He came amid 
The rich-r»h, 



lie 1 



■alth and heanti 



J:>^ 



'Thai tlip Bible la false,! 



ukI llieii tries lo prove 
nd t.etichlnKf* iirilnie, 
is a blessing If we use it arlKhl. 
<• can lirtupthB (alien and rlippr the faint heart, 
Hti HtreiigMien the tempted-jind trinf. 
i: can speak loving words tn theRorrfiwinnsoul, 
Am! iMiint thom away to the rniciflpd. 

t our light Klilne, 



[To 



■f has itrt promise, if we but I 
We may gather Home wandcrc 
■ may plaro their feet in thai 
riiat leads from the brnad rni 
I li<^ re-alms of endless day. 



bettf 






/ J-ifp lias its sorrows, this earth is full nr woe, 
lieath comes, and fondest tipfi ;ir<i riven; 
t comes on earth alike, to all, 

Itiit no death knells are heard in heaven, 
.'or over seen the funeral pail. 
,A life in heaven, oh! promise eweet. where .lesus Is, 
Wlieroall Is peace, noftchinp limh-ior sleepless night.s, 
>" fear of what to-morrow brlriKs. 
No partinK there, no nights <\f xirrow, all Is bright, 
[Anil heaven with angel voice* riof. 



AUTl'MN. 
See the leaves around n-> fallinE. 

Emblems of mortalltj: 
They speak to man lo solemn tones: 

Thou too, must fade and die. 
AU nature mourns, the Utile birds 

Sit sadly on the spray. 
And seem to alnR tn sad'ninR tones: 

Passing away, passinj: away. 
The fairest prospects earth can gfve- 

FriendB. riches, all decay. 
And like the fadLnjt leaf and (lower, 



[li>i!S: I'LyMuicrii, Iowa, Skit. '•'. if'A. 
iii'iiis iiT this liid.v bave upiieart^d In tlio Norlli- 
'ivin)*! Ancliiir. Indhiiiii Observer lukI otlicrkin! ijajK'n 
On Xovcmher i), ntftJ, she was married Id I'. L. Lilly (if 
Hock Falls, Iowa, where ahe now r<.'.slrt(« 
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Anil winter iiiusi re 

Till' busy bees iire liiiti 

And j:;ttlieriiin lioiii 
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O: smell 1 
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yes, 'tis Ihi- iilover 
1 tlie heilws new. 


(lay little ri'atliered si 

Tlii-ir sweet iinil llirlll 
Fills all llie bnlrny 
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VIOLKTS. 
Dainty flowers. [ 
Everywhere your eliariii dtilh ( 
Everywhere ynnr beauty lies 
Like rruKineJils or thi' snnnn.'i 

In the fureat. nmik and k''eii. 
"Ltiri; the blue-bird and ijie w 



Burn: Ida Urovk, Iowa, 186«. 
The jjoeiuis of Mrs. Henrietta Comstock-Wriiflu 
^ilonally appear in the local periodicals of Iowa, 
lavu attracted favorable comment. She was uiarrhtl 
II 1875 to Mr. Wright, and still resides with her liiy 
baud and family iti the place of her nativity. 

fcOKKVEK AND FUUEVEH. 
Two tiny brooklets. K'laiictid, and sprung 

Onward toward llic river, 
And with tJie merry thrushes sang. 

In sunny suuuner weather: 
O'er-shaduwed by the self-same sky, 

Glancing 'nionK the sedges, 
Cooled by the Kcjiliyrs lloathig by. 

Along tlid rocks and ledges. 

Puriing, sparkling here, now there. 

Strength they're gaining ever. 
Tlieir bosoms decked with flowers fair 

Floating toward the river: 
L'ntll at last In union meet. 

'Neath twinkling stars they ([uiver. 
Kissing the grasses at their feet, 

Flowing on forever. 

Two human hearts, two lives divint;, 

By fate's kind decree. 
Met in life's summer time 

To solve life's mystery: 
They open love's entrancing book. 

Peruse it through together, 
Into each other's eyes they look: 

Find there — loY£:a fore^^er. 



t lust, i 

These kindred hearts logetber. 
Binding them in marriaift; wweet, 

Salljug down life's river: 
Underneath a clear blue sky. 

Their bartjue the loam creiite sever, 
Beyond the gleaming "by and by," 

Forever and forever. 

iioKN: Elmcottsvii,!.!!, X. Y.. Maui u ", 1S4S. 
TiiK poems of this lady have aiipeared in the Hum- 
Uiildt County Independent, Aumrn Blade and other lo- 
c';il publications. She wa» married In IHlffltu John Pene-' 
will, and now resides in Dakota, Iowa, 

THE STAUS- 
'Tlit night! The sun has sunk to rest. 

The moon has failed to give her light; 
But through my window 1 fan see 

The little stars that glisten bright. 
Now us 1 wateh, they seem to say: 

'-Come, learn a lesson now from me, 
And be contented in your sphere, 

Though a lowly station your's may be." 
Though others. In a higher sphere. 

May all your acts of love out-do. 
Think, as you watch their grand career. 

There still is work enough for you. 
The little acts which you may do, 

May, In God's sight, be Just the same 
As those great deeds, that may be done 

By those who have the greatest name. 



To 




Thb poems of Mr. ^ihattut'k have appeared 
time In the periodical pressor America. and have been ex/ 
leiist voty copied ttiruugliout the United States by leadli 
publicatioDS. He Is superintendent of Public Schools,an< 
resides la What Cheer, Iowa, wliere he is very populai 

THK TREK PARTY. 
We had a Due parly [ast night on the lawn: 

All the trees and the Huwera were invited, 
11 aever broke up till the flrst iiet'p of dawn. 

And tlie ^uestu went away <|Ulte delig:hted. 
The maple and plni^ gave thin l)an(]ui'l sn Hue, 

Spread out in the mooiillMlht bi'I'ore uh: 
The ni'isic was planned by a whipiioorwill band 

With a urieliet and kat.vdid clioi'us. 
The Jollie-it set in tlit^ tfai-den liad inel: 

Not a scoffer was tlicre nm !i uiounier, 
Kxcept a rude iliorn whom they treated with scoru 

As he ifrumbled iiwav in his corner. 
The lovelieat cdsIuuii's wt-ie emerald green, 

With dewdrojw tor jewels resplendent: 
Hut the stately rose-queen all In scarlet was seen, 

And iu purple her lilac attendant. 
Now the oak is a Imndivd years nid as they tell, 

And very exalted liis nutloii: 
And wi on this midsummer night it befell 

That they gA^'c him a royal uvatlun. 
With a dignlHed grace he arose in his place 

ADd thaulced all his neighbors politely, 
Uescrll>ed the rough ways of his pioneer daya 

And the hardships 
Then all the nighi 

In a huiRiisg.- [ 
II daylight fell 




STARS, 

Their leiilb iiie pitched Lhj.vwikI llie slurs. 
They camp on earth do more; 

They feel no wouDds, they know no sc^r>. 

Xo battle's roar, or din of wars: 
Their iluys of strtfe are o'er. 

On .spectral hattlemenlN they stand. 

Their banners paie are spread. 
And Honor iceepa with reverent hauU 

Tile rosterM of the dead. 

Tla-ri; Glory issuea Uer rewards 

On tlelds beyond the sky: 
Anil ivhite-wiuged rVace forever guards 

Tiieir ifliosCiy camp on hinh. 

TItey heard, alun)< ilie rampart, sound 

Tile trum|H.'t uail of h'ame. 
From uiiiiiy a nory bailie xrouiid, 

Tile mustering siiuadrous canic. 
I'riini Sliiliili's !tuld and J.iHikouiV lii'ik'ljt 

And I'hieamuuKa's plain: 
Frixii (iettysbiirK'h ensaoKuined liulii. 

And Ill-Ids of trampled tfraln. 
In |)ea(^e ttiey rest, llieir wars are dun<'. 

They fear no Lurking foua. 
No )iu)jle eall or slKnai gun 

Disturbs their deep repotie. 



W 



h linrnlng thirst no more the 
Till' iiHttle'§ sulphurous air: 
>r rail, the leaden liall beneath, 
Wonnili'd and tainthiK there. 
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Rons: Ln 
M IMKI this lad; 
Diliifiit ph.vsic-lii 
kuatoiiiy Ht llif 



E Trkk. Iowa, Aug. 28. 1864. 
WHH inRrripd tn Dr. C. R. Itiilli. an 
. wlio {«r n tinip wan profoKMir of 
iH.kiik M.Mlicjil PollPiCP. lowji. Tilt- 
poems nr Mr>. Until liiivc ii|>pi-Hri>fl in Iht- MiiKratini' 

(Daily Jnnrnal iind nilirr |iiililii-;itinns. Shi' now has » 
ramlly of three rliilrirfn.ritiri rcslrips in MiiscHtlne, Iowa, 

RECOr.I.KCTIOXS. 
Oh; for Ihf tiavM nf i.iir fliildhnod. 

Th*? rlH.vs Hull wi' nc"iT (•nn forgpt, 
And fondly we dream of them ever, 

And siKh wild a laslinn reprel. 



eRret thMt W Illllr 


liV.' .. 


.^r 


Those hrijiht halr-y 


-n (lay^ 


• •{ the past. 


Vhen we thoUKhl n- 


of ear. 


l.i(t -.r pleasure. 


(■'or it seemed Itinl 


jny ain 


lA-i wonirt last. 



in 



\Vlipn we ilreamed thai the Ijoautifnl [lowers. 
Strewn aronnd. niadn tjnr pathway so bright. 

And. we thought not of llie trials ami snrmw.i 
ThHt might ehange all its hrlghlness tonight. 

And we gra.sped with a hand so tenairiotiN 



And we wakened tn ilnd it had vanished. 
Like nthers tlial were e(|iiHily sure. 



We think of the hills 

Where we roamed v 

And we tenderly dwel 



md llie valleys 
ith delight when a child, 
on the murmurs 



F- heard in the rnre^t 



And we'll i 
Where'ei 



ever forget the sweet songsters 
they've been aeen or were heard, 
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1 




AlH" 1 1 tho rir ails rt i ihp fani 

Of yoiitli's niorii, wln'ri its Itordors v,i\ reach. 
For wi' dimly fon-stv Iti 1Ii<> rtistanro 

Til., flnflcs iinrt Mfi'-work <.r i^ard, 

Wfi i-firi tinly riii^liniriiMi tlic <>utllm-«. 

Ami wo an: Inirricd alaiij; with thr tlimiiR, 
lint, wf r.'iili>;i' then ivitli inisKivinys. 

■ni;il n-i-'vf -^iMrti'd. iinfl must un iilntiK- 

How Wis,.|,l l.lll' Ill^ilVI'll!.! r-iillHT 

Koiit llir fiihiiT M'ilorl sjiMy frimi sinlil. 

For the kin.wl.Tlui' iiiiulil .-ijii'k.ui uiir labors, 

And i>iii' -Mill. Irit \.- uniiK' in iIk' iittflit. 



I til 



Atifl to lid lis (iiir Srivir>!' I'liinniaiuli'd - 

Rill -Mil to 'lur iiiliK^. n'tr(.>|i.'ctr(iii 

lTr\ In iln iiiul tn li..|ii> ii< we niilV' 
Crim.'^* Willi I'liildliondV nnd yrnitli's i->' 



\A¥K. 

The problem nf liff is :. iny-^tifit'd our., 
or ups and downn and iinctTtiiiiit.v e\er. 
And with all \\i- chii do, or tniKht havp done, 
With ali Ihat others may dn iiiid endeavor. 
The race is still huni.in, mir fuibles the same. 
Our care^ will b« manilold und bear theold n 




■-^ 




ilijRv: Iowa, Aco. 2n, 1»67. 
IMn-ms nf thin gentleman have appeared exlcn- > 
r ill the periodical pres.'^Hnd prominent magHzlTies. 
iihI hfivp received the highest prniRc. He now rcsidi-^ 
Cherokee, Towa, where he i* engaged in hanking. 

A srMMFR MOOD, 
■n't yoii kiiijw when I'm out of unrts and nothing 
right and everything wrong. 

1 like to hie myself tn nature's resort and incline my 
ear tii catch lier 8ong: 
v'n music Tor inir in every sonnd, played on G«J's 
own stringed instnimeiil; 

Simiehuw they seem wUh peace In abound and every 
mile to my heart in sent, 

,( >r I lll;e to lie on the Irankx nf n bniolt and gaxe up at 
the sky with its oceans nf hlne: 

In (he drowsy ciniet nf a shadynonk, some familar place 
that my Iwiyhood Itnew, 

And list to the liarmony of ItR mu»<ir4l sound, while 
tiny whirlpools like dimples seem 

Chasing each other afl arnurid on the smiling face nf 
the happy stream. 

Wliere the shadow;* of clouds flit to and fro like phan- 
tom forms in a fairy dell; 

As if they were playing at tag yoii know, then grow- 
ing weary they rest a spell. 

.■Somehow or other there's comfort in this, and to lie 
down iin a pillow of the sun's gold beams: 

While my drooping eyelids bring a feeling of bliss, antl 
my cares sail away on the ship of my dreams, 

LIKES DEEAM OF UAY. 
Day glides away to a dreamy tune that nature Is play- 
ing 60 ^iweet, 



Dances on and m thfBifgh tlip lohgaTtPrnoon, keeping 

time with her merry feet 
' _Till her cheeks are red wl i h the sunset's glow and she 

Ib tired and fain would rest. 
f And twilight leads her wh<'re sbe would go and layn 

her to sleep on her mother's hreast. 

I Night combt) out her golden tresses all tangled with 
1 through and through. 
She kisses her sweetly with many caresses, and bathes 
her eyes with Heaven's teardrops, the dew: 
I The still night wind hums i lullahy. aswppt and a Ten- 
der I ay I 
I And the shadows piav the acrompaniment asihey sing 

their sister Day. 

Night unfolds the .soft mossy coverlet and gently lays 

her down. 
With her head on a pillnwofrosesand daisies wreathed 

for a crown. 
She murmurs a prayer that her little Day will atwavn 
be aunny and bright, 
' Not clad in deeds thai are bad hut in gnrmentsof good- 
s and right: 
Then Dawn tip-toes into the rhflnher and stands hand 

1 hand with Day. 

^ And whispers low, for it is morn you know, and NigbL 
has tlowTi away. 
Oar life is but a day filled with sunshine and tears; 
Tinted here and there with colors rare and thegrayof 
dying years. 
I The music may be soft or loud, but the metre is for us 

arrange; 
I May the tune be sweet and with liarmony complete and 

not discordant and strange: 
t And when at last our day i.s done and the muslc'splayed 

through to the end, 
^ Hay thf. applause be great of the angels who wait i 
^[ur voices with their's sweetly blend. 



M3i,lx(aH >L SAMiPS® •'.:(> 



Burn: I'i.pikr Co., N.V., Jan. 1. 181".. 
im.^ till" subjerl. of this nketch pnlered Ih.- 



aiid han itinrn nailed in cvi>ry part of tbn globr. ami 
with many Htirrinft ad vi>iiTnrPH and hfltr-breadtlii'srn 
? is now a rpsidont of .\l(rnna. Iowa, and has 1 
phlldrcn living, Mr. Campbell is a natural poet. 
-his poomH. which wmild mak<' a larRi' volurao. hnvi> 
"■oivpd pxtHisivo piiblicaiinn in Iht- iwrioiiical jir 
||wa.v.4 rpci'ivintr liiKh f" 



iUU* SEEN IX NAXrHK. 
ll(.w- wnnrtirriil arr Natiin-s work-^. 

And how sublimit tlw llidUKhi. 
When wp behold Ihrm in Tin- Ifulit. 

As rational crfalnn's nnjthi: 
One thing is ncltlori ir) iny nilml 

Wheno'pr I lixik abitmd — 
Thar iwrwon mu^it br dull and blind 

Who says thpro is ii" Hod. 

Tleliold tlip strndiiri' or lliv (irass, 

Thp little transient flower. 
To form this Klohp on wliieh ht live 

Uwiuirefi no urealer i»owcr. 
As wp behold the Inspet ItIIm-, 

What wonders they nnfold! 
Who resurrects' the noxions ((riib 

And KlveN it wInKH of cold? 

Who taught thp ant to fenee its Held 
And build Its house of rlayy 

Who taught the spider how to weave 
A net to catch its prey? 

Who taught the bird to build Ita ne«l? 
,ThP bmLip mak^ts conib? 



REFLECTIONS fl'ON TlIK 'I'KAIL OF A 
TOHNAUO. 
I xm Klii>l '■■ iii.v heart tliat Jcliiivali ilotli rei)(ii, 

Aad Kovuniti tlit- world ill His will: 
L«!l 8hort-»i Killed mortals so apt to (-'iiiiplaiu 
Cuii8idcr his power uiiil be still. 

Tbe plaiietH w)iie)i gjliller in eiidlees space 

Are Jeweis adoriiiiig }liH crowiK 
TU Heaven when meeting a Miiiile on liis Face, 
|4 Am) a hull when In: louks with a Truwn. 



llie seH ill the piilni of iuN lia'nd- 
The mouiitaiim lie weittiiN in :t M.'al<': 
HiN roritprlntM are seen in the triniado'h track, 
Ak he ri><<'s cm ilir whiK> of I hi' Kah'. 




He iirders lh>' liinpisi to uiarslial il^ 

And Inindle (1j>' inhI 'it Ills wralli: 

'While tliund.rlHilIs pilot tile storm ii 

[is mercy is fouii'l In lis iKith. 



Thouch ekinents m 
On His goodness 

A MJ);n of protect io 
By pluciiiK His I; 



vKh tiM- I'lijldn 



He's promised t<i them 

>w ill the >iky. 



^'ITjal glorious token wlien plainly In 
Is a gorgeous sittlit to liehold: 
Portraying bright culorti of uiuii.v } 
And riehlj enibroidered wilh gold. 



One smile from Jehovah turns 

All envy rt ehi.i.Kes tc love: 
f Tile lunil) iitid tliir Iir>ri lo(;eihr 






llOBN: Delawaiik Co., liWA, Jink 23, 1857. 
Thk |>oumiJ of Mrs, Auderaoii have appeared in the Man-| 
i.litMer Press. Athenian Eiiterpriiie. and other local pub- \ 
IkiUions. Mhe resides wlili lier husband, aKen^ral mer- 
cliiuil.iit Ahuira. luwii. 

AHMNI SONU. 
ihir lieurts art' dUeii with rupture it 1 1 his meeting b«re 

WliU liappine!<M to nrvi-l yim nil. wi- tame Trom far 



OurhearlB, our hands, and voieesjuin. asjojfulb' 

This ia uur Leuux bume. 
Cno. — JojiJUhf, joyous, joyous ureeliuK. 

Happy, hiippy. happy lueetintr. 

Ever, e^ernuiri- lepeal in^ 



esay, 



AH l^nox fruuds 
her 



'. and jiiiij the welcume 



Your preseute and yiiur lotiuj.' words from iieart to 

heart gi\v eheer: [the year. 

This KloHouM day's rejoioinu will jro with us Lbrough 

Krom this our Leiiox home. 



V tliui you. whom w« 
with u^ lien-, aud join wit) 



Dear absent oijcf. we 

Itj thouifi't aud lieart 

u!) to greet: [iug feei 

Kai'.b cumiuK year we'll all unite, and guidi 

To this our Lenox home, 
l-'or all the bleiJHiugs rl(:h and rare, whichgivuusbealtff 

and cheer. 
Our hearts are tilted with thanktuluess through all tl 

liaijpy year; [her 

r uur glorluuH li 



Bobn: Dblawahe Cu.. UHiir, Dim:, r.. IKtT. 

AiiifUT one hundred poems uf tliis lady have ix'L'&sioii- 

iiltv appeared in the perkidiuul presH: and aUu i» In liupt-^ 

dT pubtishln){ a volume of her iKiuiiiii. !SUt< wasiuBrrUtl 

I IK'iU to Donald MacDouald, uiitl now rvHldeit In Musg 

'^CHtiue. Iowa. 

HILENT MESSE.NOKUN. 
Sileut messengera art Katlmriiin 

Ooce more 'round tliis ilcai' olil homt-: 
Here aKaIn, bj auumei' bkidcu. 

From their wintry ttravcs \iw\ i-dmib. 

OlU-n brlnglDK nie HtrauKi' iinpri's»i. 

or hope that here still loiiii' 
Thi' loving ones who. Ionic aico. 

Made this a happy lionic. 

So. when Rveuing bids the toiling, 

<lf an earneet day, repose: 
When dewy night the lily folds. 

And fairies kiss the roM;: 

These silent walks are pcii|ili-il with 

The loves of long ^k: 
Their steps attend me in llieM' Ijnw.rs. 

And by the river's now. 

Tliey bring to me in llulil uerrnnK' 

('Like breath from nnkniiMri ^howt-isi. 

."^wect thoughts, that o'er in.\ liiiit'li Ikhii 
.\ balmy comfort pour.'^. 

So other tlowers are half so Tiiir. 

No tloweri to me so sweet. 
As are tlift flowers, Wyoniiiic Hill, 

'ftty tvliii^riug btf^jicB i{ri4!t. 



Uokn; Hii(.»m, Duio, .liLV li!, 18.)<i. 
Tins ludy is tlio (I:iii){)iI(t of the Inti- Mr. l>uiislii'>' 
fiuu t)inc tiriifL'sstir (>r Lutiii HtKl lii'iTk in UniU- I 
versiiy at l>vn Mtiiius. [iiwji. Sliu Iiiin rcceivfil a s|i 
did o()u<;iill(iii. mill tHki'ii spc(.-inl i-nurxoH iti Kni 
Oermaii uml Music. SIh- wus iiiiirricii in 188.1 ti> Mr 
S. S'ott, and now ru'sidt-s in Maxwll. Uiwh, eiigiim'il 
luuiiiu tuiuiliiug iinil iKHix'liold iliitics. 



I.N DUE.VMS. 




Ill drtanis I stra.v atJ^iii llirinijrli lli 


,1, ,wi>fl Sf. 


And thi-iiuKli llif iirtlmid m In n- 


Ill' i-iiliiiif. si 


Down U) llif riviT wIuti' llii- iim-is-i 


ronniMl li-il^' 


Am fail- Willi till- in-w l..'iiiil\ ni 


lliv Spriiin- 



Acrotw till' im-udiiwn wliilc willi nmiT blti^snni^, 
A bare-riKit rliild will) ii|>rr.ii lull u! IIowits. 

Anil Munbiirneil rlittuks. iIkiukIiIIuss iimiI (ti-i' I iv:i 
lilad :is the wild ilirusli tliroucli ihi' ^iiihi> Ii>j 

Attain Ujxin tljc old i^ali' liy llif wii"illiin<! 

I swiiiK llirouKli tin: loii|{ (fluriuus ariunioun, 
With drvamy ualm ut miiuiiier skios alnivii me. 

And liuir uiibuuiiU tti tUu li^lit winds of June. 

My clilldish liL-iirt content wKli pn^scnt livlriK. 

Yi-b full u( quesliuiiiui; <it whiil sliall In.', 
Again ill druainij Impatiently I wniKhr 

What tlie swilt cdinlnn years will briiif,' U> m>' 



Ah well: tlie wlslii'd-for y 

Brhiijing taiv (hi\!* and 

But tu I]ie sunny suiilidi'I 



* hii' 



lime and fadL'd, 
ly <'hildh(K>d, 



lloi:\: Uhaui Kf City. Iowa. Makui IC, 187::. 
i>r.n Ilii: iioiii lie pluiiif of Wni. R. llyron the sub)t;rl 
lliis skvtuh hiis udiitrnniti-d ).>xtcti)<ivel.V lo the press 
hi- iiiitive tttuk-. Ityinti It. WillinniH still resides iji 
IjlLiut: of his nativity. t-iiKiiKt^'ii in literary aod Jouij 
istic worli. 



TUT POET'S PKAYKH. 
On bended knee Ilie |xiet prayed: 
In pleading voii-e liih siii.s hit laid 
miurc. tlie master u( iill mlKlit: 
" Uear lienvenly Kalhei. just and rJKlit. 
Watch iiVr nn-. Uuiil.' my |i.-ii 
Tu waku till' sli'i'pirii.' llmn^'lit- i>r jiicii 
Til sduietiiinK yii uiikimwi] ur sunn. 
l(y tliDUKhl ami style thai ii.'"i'C wjis «\niii^ 
l^'niiii init the brain uf lunrlal lliiiiiKhl. 
Vi*t ill the dim nttiire inaiseil and MiiiKhl." 



In forvciil in 
'i'lle iMtril pill 
-Oh Lord: II 






Itli suleniLL I 



led Ills I 
|[ tiiaker 



I jir; 



lit all IhJiLKS. 
Wh'i itnswirs pra>er, and blinds 
Nweel peaci! In all wIki seek thy uraie. 
Will tli'>u mil liini lliy kimlly faei' 
I'lHin nil! as 1 aHk this Lmhju. 
Til bless me iTe aiiiilhef iikhiii 
Mils eniiie a>i'l u'lme tii Inwly larlli. 
And ulvi: my 1 llllll|;lll^ iileiil births" 



lib 



prayer toiik tlikihl. IIv 
me wIkj lrii>l> hi-^ i^i.d. 
iiiswei- i.rawT.ir iira>e 



Mini 



■ rose 



rn1arni>lii-< 
rr-iiii pjiile. 
in [itlLli uud llupe, 



tl"KN: MrnKlMnUH Co., Omu, .fvsr. :;i. 1H41>. 
FoK spvpnil years Mr. Johnson was promiiiont In publrT 
•v'liuut wiirk, anr) is now tb^ well-knuwn rditor of thpL 
Saturday Weekly (Jlobe of OskalooKti. Iiiwii. As gradp] 
t>'acli<-r, hlffh Nrhool principal and city snpcrlntei 
lie was Hhvnys popular and Mioeessfnl. lli- wii:- marrir^ 

1872 to IH'lln Wilson. ThopofrmBofMr. Jiitinwinhave^ 

n widely publiilied. 

A TRUE PILOT. 

I slirfwl one diiy by the rollinR sen. 
And lieiird lis moan and roar: 

II Iii'-.ed and Trfltrt] in lie free, 
II lieat 'itainst tlie roek-boiind nltrne. 

Tile wnvns that camp from Ilie licavliiK main, 

Went up in mist and Toani, 
And r.'tl aKSln in tlie .Morm ainl ralri. 

To linrt in tbe deep a home, 
.•^lifps wit-li white finlts came from far, 

Willi rarj^o and human life: 
Or other ships e<iulppnd for war. 

Steamed nut to scenes of strife. 
And men they enme, nnd niPn they ({o, 

On fM-eiins vast expansi'L 
As reslless as tlio waves that How. 

Their wandVings to enhance. 



(hir liffi ]■ 



but a 



vidp. 



I'nratliomnd. strange and fetterless: 
To-day were drirtinK with the tide. 

Mnvpd nil by love and lenderneHN. 
.V|I>*lii we fret, nr slruKHle wild. 

To free ourselves rrnni pain: 
Storm tixised we earr.v hnrdons mild 

Or great, a haven to obtain. 





Born: Nkau FmiBTBUBon, MD.,Ocr.4. IHH. 
KoK forty years Mr. MMIer was a membpr nf thy Tri 
ritoriai Le){islature. He has followed tlic profession i 
inw since 1835, and Is now a resident of Keokuk, low; 
His poems have appeared extensively in the periodli-i 



OLD SETTLER VENTURES. 

Old sctllt^r lire, 

Thouifh tfood and true. 
Was often reckless in Its way, 

And many vnliirrs 

Oft en gaped 
For leas of need than brave display. 

To cross the stream 

On floating Ice — 
Ice rushing wfkl from shore to shore. 

Or stem the flood, 

On horseback ride, 
Were feats ( hpy iifteti boasted o'er. 

Or chase the deer 

At break-neck speed. 
Unshlng as fast as horse could gn; 

Or pull the oar 

When waves ran high. 
And stem the stormy currpnfs (low. 




Such feats as these 

Were settler's pride 
When blood flowed free in youthful veins. 

But now old auc 

Has chilled our limbs 
And turn ed." ur tlioiiujiis to other Btraina. 



mmM 



Bat yet could we 

Our youth renew — 
Turn back our years two score and ten, 

We would agree, 

Though reckless 'twas. 
To do these same feats oVr again. 

And often I. In depthH of sleep, 
When fancy riots iincontroiled, 

Imagine I 

Am youth again, 
And living as In days of old 

A settler life with all around, 

As in Old Settler agp I found. 

And when I wake, and Und 'iwas dream, 
It grieves ray heart It had not been 
Not fancy, but a real thing: 
For settler life and settler ways 
Were, all In all, my best of days; 
Where social life hy all was sought, 
And friendship w:is tlie leading thought. 



^*=r;V;?>i^fc^<^!-*c£c««r 



CREATION OF WOMAN. 
When Heaven formed the grand design. 

To place mankind upon the earth. 
It tried its 'prentice hand on man, 

And made him first of mortal birth: 
Hut In the making of the man. 

It bad not highest art displayed. 
And then renewed its artist skill. 

And on new trial Woman made, 
And called her paragon of earth, 
jbut test, af mortal ■ 




H«Diove, O Lord, removp fmm mn. 

All vanity and lies. 
That I may not be brouRht Ut xbame 

By Thy reproving- eyes. 

And give iiic Unxl convenient. 

Such an my health requires, 
And save me from the depraved tasiv 

Whirh Inxnry inspirp-^. 

me nf wealth ;i roiiiiM'Irniv, 

will my wauls sni.ply. 

of wealth. O Lord. 
I»o Thou to me dony, 

1 be full and wickcti any 
Who i^ the Lnrd I should obey:' 

And save me, too, from poverty, 

Lest by hlarvatlon's pain. 
I shonld m\ du.ies dlHrecarrt. 

.\nd seek dlKhone^i nain. 
And snlTerinK frnm atflf«ion's rod, 
Shonld say. in heart. "There 1h no llod,'' 



^>^-^='r^>^^lfi^<^:jr^<^ 



MARS. 
MarR was :i soldier, so 'its tiald, 
With Iron helmet on his head. 

And full of vengerul ire: 
Hut whun his eyr.s sweel V 
He lost his ir*- and stood it 

fiiulkduiHl by love-Ilt lire. 







REQriEM FOR THK TNTITAX OIRT,. 

Farewell to ihe maldeo. the pride of licr nation. 

The young Indian girl, of ilie lon|^ years ago, 
Whose home was the prairie, t hi' dak', and the wlldwnod. 

Hill whns)' modest demeanor "t was a pleasure 1o knnw. 



i^ She wan Kniall in her [eaturett. and lithe in her person. 

And her raven black tresseson her shoulders hiinft low. 

^And hpr ctep was as soft us the zephyr of sprlnpiime. 

And her modest demeanor 'twas a pleasure In know. 



f She was quick in her speech, and brigUl in expression, 
hut nIow to receive the advance (if a beau. 
And her morals werepureas tliesnnwori thtinfiimtafn. 
And hfir modest demeanor 'twas a plc.nsurp lokimw. 



.She was fond of display in lier iDilet kuti elothing, 
Thougli humble In value, and sinijile in show, 
.uj.tjjv/llut lier klndnessnf heart, and MicKraccoflier manners, 
'lix^tA With her modest demeanor 'twas a plcasiire to know. 



i liut her eye was aa bright as a h.-am of the morning, 
And her modest demeannr 'twas a jileasuretoknow. 

r I saw her. I knew her. "The rose of t'ne prairie." 
In the days tif ray youtb. in the lonjf years ago, 
And hair inclined sometlmps to eiire.ss her. 

Hut her modefit demeanor replied always '■no." 



/ She has gone, .she hnn fled, like the mistotthemornlag; 
.Vnd Ihey who onee knew her, shall know her no more. 
She has fled with her tribe totheKanie hunting region, 
For the Red-men prepared an eternity's ahore. 




BoRs: I-'iLLSioBK Cu., Minn., Jan 1, IH71. 
cut neveral terms Miss Carter taughl ii(;huul. Slit; r 
Reived her education in Hesper Oraded ScIiudI. ai 
■ studied water cnlor painting in Minneapolis. -She still 
I resides in her native state. 



All worn and browned v 

lieneath th<- KaJni of Ciliiid's kii)in\ slnide. 

jrner wheru the M-i«Hlltiiir.~ tliifkli Iwiue. 
.\iid jitruttKlu nut uiwni ihe Wiiiiiinj: riKif: 
A glow oi' scarlet blua-soias !»> iln- [iiirth. 
LWhere hdni'vsuckli' triiiii[K'l> Imul iini'liiiiii 
Irheir treasure to the timid liiiuiuiiiiK ijird: 
And 'round liii open wimlow. [jtciinj; in 
I And ulauibrinn oer the w:iil iiuii clulehiiig out, 

'wildcriuK wi-eatli iif frutiiMiil KKliintiiie. 
] The rarest, fairest >;irt lh;il sutunier briii)[s. 
Dur ttrandina's favmlti- tImviT. -wi'ei Eglantine. 

EVESlXli AT THE FARM. 
I'm home rrum fclionl. iniil as 1 sit 
Upon the steps, ticar by luv Hit 
White butterflies and bunibii' 
The birds are swiiniinK in the breeie. 
Perched In the leaO hrHnchcs high. 
Their songs ascending; to the sky, 
Repeat the notes of love and praise 
They ever to their Maker raise. 

The air is filled witii sweet )>erfume 
Of Bpple, plum and lilac bloom: 



1 hear the plaiuiivi' niuurniD|{-dove, 
That sadly calls his absent love. 
'*The ohadons.lentiCtheii on the land, " 
From pluwiiiK ciiiiit's the Taniier'a haod, 
The good wife siiruads the simple meal. 
While evening dews uiuuiitl ine nteal. 

b'ur tlios the iiiurtiiis skim tliu uir. 
Uciieatli the eaves 1 sw a pair 
Dine Ufini lit; where Lu biillil » nest — 
"The Iwrii ur liuiise, dear, wlik-li In bewl/" 
The L-olln (iiiwu liy tiie pHsture ({ate, 
Their mlnhlv reed -.f enrii itwail. 
The eiiltle iin»w< r lo iluir eatl 
Of '• (.■o-Uo.ss:- Urindie. SlHr and all. 



■The 



ii'th 1 



r fain 



!i huei 



How sijtt niid ilei'ij I In 


skies 01 blue; 


Far disIHIil sliiiie-. the 


MeiiliiK Btar 


Faintly Mimve a eknuly 


bur. 


How iwaeetul such a ni 


eiie-« lite 


AiMrl noiii wortillr eu 


e mill stiife. 


Uui hark! A voice eall 


■ Supper, come 


1 drop my iwn — ihi- t'\ 


eiiiiiff-s ilotle. 




BoEs: Cayub* (X) , N.Y., Dec. 23, 181(*. 
LocATiNe in Bradfurd, Iowa, in 1860. Mr. Thayer wn 
<'lecl«d Justice of the peace the followlntt year, wliic 
oitlce he has held continuous until the present tinu 
He was also poslnmster for over twenty-twoyears. 
•(lUKS have been chletly on political. puiriDtic and li 
pcrance subjects. 

UONME AXSIE. 

wake. U muse, inspire my Uiy, a truthful tale I'll ti;li, 

R.'prmtbe Turkey's bonnit: banks a lovely m;ild doth dwell 

^ Who trips asllifhtsoraeasLhe fawn upon Its native trail; 

They call her Gentle Annie. Gentlu Annie of the vale. 

Uho. Bonnie Annie, Uunlle Annie, 

Lovely to beiiold. 
Her hair so fair In HuKlets rare. 

Hangs down In chainti of Ko'd. 
1 loved htr for that gentle gracv, 

A charm that doth not fall; 
O, happy day, when first I met 

Sweet Annie of the vale. 

Iler eyes are bright as stars at night above the sui 
Her voice so sweet and gentle. Is like music u 
The birds sing sweet in sylvan grove, and down tlujE 

floral dale. 
But the Rweetest bird inall tbetmwer Is Annleof the vak-.b 

Her breath Is like the morning, when wild (lowers diTk^ 

the lea; 
Her very thoughts are sweet and pure aa gentle zepliy 



The roses bloom in twauty bright, and scent the pas>^ 

ing gale, 
But the fairest Hower In all the glen. Is Annie of the vak-. 



IOWA 
Stand furth. ye noble Soiik 

riiiK, 
Thu people are aruused b.v tin- thiinu 
The crisis Is upon us nuw. rori'tdlil U 
But we'll rise and put the trait')r« d 

lant volunteer,-;. 



Elt-S. 
lit . Iiiirk ! how the wires J 



. ili;ii they bring; 
■ iu;iii,v years, 
wti with ourgaJ- 



"■ir!i> 



The lofty Bird of LlbtTty l!ie-i 
Bidding the TrlendM of hnnjuii i 
pare: 

In answer to her waritlnK<;r> «c 
And Join those valiHiit hoHi'tri 

teers. 
See, llocking toourstuudar-il crn 
The lawyers too, the biisiiii'^-. 

are there. 
And not the least aiouiiu tlir 
Like spartan bands or ijrotliir 

try's soil. 
And If our loaders call nu ur^w 
Our lives and forluties freely i 

land; 
The foe shall lly as wcdr^irii 
For no traitor band can vrv. w 

unteers. 
Then hold yourselves in reiulii 

brave, 
' We'll free our country fnmi Inr iliains 

dier's grave: 
Our sweethearts and our wives will sigh' 
K(ir the llowerof nnr country are The I' 

And when the war Is ended, boys, and we returned again. J 

The foes ofuur fair country have by uur arms b<-en slain: 

The ladles fair will ttreet you tliere, as smiling through J 

their tears 

I They twine the wreathes of laiin-l lor The Iowa Vol-^ 



rhroiigh theair, 
eonibiit In pn:- 



["IH 

\l Wrllp'lii 

il The l«\\n 

jiatriots bold and I 

IIS rir Und a 

[and fears, i 
lid their hopes 
waVoUinteers.l 
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Bokn: Tlyuk, Ohio. I'Ei.ia*. I««. 
At tlifl ftKc of tweiily-on<' Rrv, W. Avcrv RIcliHrdM i-n- 
icrpf! Ihe iiiiriislry or Ihi' Milli'xiisi cliiirch, and Iihh 
iHifii >lHtion(>(l al DlXfUi, I'rrtirii- City, Sioux City. Kurl 
1 Ihxltfi'. Spirit Laiif. and si'virnil iit liiT piacesin Towaaiiil 
inw loratPfi at Nfwill. ili' Iimj; writU-ii poetry more 
1 pastime. Tlir |M)i'ins ii( lliii Iti-v. Itlrliardsliai*pa|>- 
M.'iircd in tlip Icadlnii cliristiHii ii.^riiMiirals, from wliicli 
llhey liavp hei-n pKTpnsivi'ly r(iiiii-<l hy iho Inciil press. 



ArTi':\iNAi. ni"Es. 

]>urp)i>. Mj(d lir.^>'ri hiiiI (lolii: 
Lol I In- year ii ifrnwiiii.' <ilil. 

And 1 1ll' iiiiilit-tviiidK [.'liill thf dews 
Until llii-y ar.' |.rii.- willi coifl: 

Xcw taslcs iild 1ra|)p1iins ri'Tuse, 
And tlie jirfive-i and priiirii''* wide 
And landsca|»("i on I'vi-ry wide 

Are donniiiK Aiitiininal hues — 
or I'lirple, and (treen and linld. 



Purpl.-. and ( 


ri'pn and (Jnldl 


'Tis a. iminti' 


' .slilllcd atid bold 


That U 1. 


K'lLinK tlip picture fair 


And tli<; tint 


s he is M-eii 1.1 Unid 



In iiis hand are rirh and rare. 
And they awiiinip a niaKli' place 
]n tile seem- he deijins t'l (trace. 

While he MiadeH it here and there 
Witli I'lirple. and Ureen and (iold 

Purple, and Rreen and Gold! 
There'll a lovelincsii untold 



And In silt-ncL- ln' lirtHxI. 

WliHi a iHtuble Is fame, 

If there Ls tiutju 
Til speak our uwu naiue 

Ah Lhi^ (k'art-iit uiie! 
Ali; life In Uiiie. 
S<i ihore'ii iiotliiiiK wurth while, 

ir Hiiklndk-s no o.vt- 
Witli u iliuiitrlil or u Hmlli' 

At the siiiiie niati sky — 
(> there's iiothliii; worth whll(>. 

'Tm eoQi|)Uii)i)iiKh]|i sweet 
The heart nitwt iravee; 

Love's K'nuei-s iiiei>l, 
Aud the Htiirit lavett 

In a honeyed retieat. 



TlIK ( 
Tis dawn! The heart 
With ituiek'iihitf pulse 
lis restless thnihs. In 



ITIKS' \>OU\{. 
If tile ureiii city b«alK 
tliul hits n (i-w luiiirs stayed 
griiy and iniHiy dawn 



The llKht eontetiris witli ilarkntss. work with refit. 

Ill muMly ;.-e]hir and In AUiny loft. 

The weary UiilcrK of tin- city wake 

To renew attain the hard nnvt|(ial light 

Of lalKir 'utaiiist the jrrim wolf at the door. 

Atiil pale and thin, In enld. uiiuerUJn light. 

They eat thetr Mcaiiiy meal, and then betake 
ThemselvuH, unrosted. to their dally loll — 
riiMK-lad and pinched for want uf Hre and food. 

Siiiiie fathers with their nous - ineru lads of twelve 

Siiil-eyed. and tcrown much older than their years. 
Ir.r iiuui;ht of childish joy hiis blessed their loi — 

(>'> down Into the Jetty iiilneK nf eoal, 

I hile. denied the blessed sliU| 



IJyuN: New Lkbanon Sprinob, N.Y.. July 13, IbW. 
Since 1873 tliiu lady lias been eagafcad in teacliiti^ atiil 
at present is supervisor oT primary work and teiiclier n 
drawing at Watcrtou, iuwu, She is h writer of IxjIIi iiruM 
and verse, and several of her poems liavolicfii adupin 
III music. She was married in ISfii tolleiiry .1. Max^jim 
"f Slepheniown, N.y. She has had orxison. whudicd ii 
infancy; and one daughter, who is now Mrs. Viola (' 
SUibbs, Her poems have appeared in the New York- 
Tribune, Ch I cago [nter-Ocean, and many oF the leadin^J 
publications of America- 

THE MAY UASKET. 

Little rolks, little folks, tell me, I pray. 
Do the fairies come out at the Hi-st oT the May, 
With daintiest baskets, and merrleKt jokes. 
Played off to astonish us staid. i|uiet folks? 

The basket 1 foumi, llowers peeped over the brim, 
Hm when shaken I surely heard fairies witliin: 
t)r, perhaps, merry laughter and gay. gleeful shout, 
That was 'prisoned in there where it eoiild notget out, 

ou need not shake heads with a niimie protest 
1 came from the land of the jwople wiio "guess." 
And gray eyes, and blue eyes, and brown eyes will say 
' They had naught to do with this Iwnket of May. 




crMBiX" ciroosixG iieu kmhlkmatic 
FLcnvr.H. 

Which of fair b'loi'us childri-u. willi sweet facys. 

KiG8ed by the sun aott nurtured by tlu' dew. 
Karth born, yet pure etiuugli tor Heiiveul.v placeb. 

Which, lovely Goddess, will lie plui-ketl li.i you'/ 
hull well we know the mnyllowt-r. trail iitid lender. 

Holds hallowed memories of our Uiids. mir nprlnK, 
And thul the sunflower, hi its lofty s|ileiidor. 

Spealcs the Trultioii Iliiit its snninier.- briiitr. 
The sweet forget -me- not and neiille lily 

Teach iin humility and trust in (lod. 
But oh, beside llie wayside- lowliest plaei^s 

His message bl(is>u.inis out in i^oldeji-rod. 
ffiiicb shall it be. for truly Hod hath written 

A sweet epistle In eaeh Held and wold 
From tiny (trass flowers, witli blue eyer' aglisten. 

To Chri^tuiaM holly for Ihe winierV eold. 
The Krand imiKiiolia in itr. simthern splendor — 

Tile niountiiin liinrei"-. vl'"-teninM wreath of fame- 
Like Aaron's rod, the liollyhoek so slender. 

Holding Its cups with snnsel t^linls allanie — 
Sweet mother nature nenerously lavish, 

Holds up her lap full, (lower gemmed all the sod. 
Knowing 'twould trouble you to choose, fair Koddess, 

Yet, upon every aide, the goideu-rod. 
Perhaps it holds within its waving ptuma^e. 

Flecked by thesunllKht— whence its gold wiisgalnedL^ 
A hidden memory of the rod of cbastening. 

Grievous, 'ueath which tliy children once complained, i 
It pained thee, as it pains a loving mother: 

Thy children felt the punii^hment was sore: 
Yet, hand in hand again, like noble brothers. 

Their grand, true natures, malice Ijear no more. 
Then do not stay thy hand, but pluck and wear it 

Optin tliy breasi, with thankfulness to God. 
Who gave all (lowers to glad the eye with beauty. 



a 



(iULDKN-EOD. 
1 sprln^-tlme, 
s, just to eidst. 



VIOLETS A.N II 
The viokts bkiKt^mtHl In 

Wlien 'Ivi-An happlne) 
To mi tiny hands, ror h 

To the muther who piihl wLt.h a bias; 
They grew by the wiiysidi^ luui hedges. 

Ry the briMikk'l. Hit' sijring and ihe wall. 
They llni^ered oii imo nij* snmmer. 

Even tlieti I'll iml xiitlicrt'd them ull. 



'Hie robin flew il 
From the ilwit 

Hy the biuuk at 
.V.111I he told II 



he s 



iiiKpecl them. 
willows, that {^ew 
1- or The KordeD, 
t tor you. 



<»f a tiivst he'd ht((iiii In the 

That lirew by the burs near the waU. 

The tree thai my [lareiils had planted. 
Where the fruit riiwned Hrst In the fall. 

My swlug' hail no terrors fur robin. 

We, were friends, in those sweet, childish days: 
Hut be soon urew loo busy lu heed me. 

As lie to<tk on nr«ve lioiisekeepiiiK wiiys. 
Then the bobtilink came, with liis chatter. 

And he fairly dapped bands in his mlee, 
To find iiL my small cozy corner, 

.lust the violets, robin »ni\ me. 



'5& 



Hut tile (lays leiiKthened on Into summer, 

Ami the iHilMdItik, busy with cares, 
Teetered onee in iiwhlle on the ^ra-sses. 

Trilllnif pi'HiS'^>, perhaps they were prayers: 
I was never Hki busy tn In^eil bitn. 

TbuU'^h ml summer, 100. blnssomeil in June, 
For my heart kept its spring-time, anil ever 

With this pet of my youUi wHs in tune. 






But adi.iwri llii' fiiir ycarw 
Shu wiH heHUliliil I'vei 

With till- uarly s|]riiin Ho 
And tht' l>i-l)rlit suiuiiu 

And »he bnniulil inr (;<>•« 
Whose awei^tr.i-srt niiitlr 



r Ilowcr* 



Did she twin« uo 
Whose Tragrani 



ly siiniRiFr. 

Ill hpr fuel: 

II her treasiir>' 
Klad; 



iilc wrcatlios into chaplets. 
made some momentx sad! 






Ybb, often tlic pure Easier lllie^ 

Were placed In Ihi' hands ttiat 1 loved: 
But those flowers nT tlie Rlari resurrect inn 

Only wither U> ItUwsi.m alMive: 
■So I kept hearl nf Krare. while lati! suiiitncr 

Uroufiht thr <ii)l(lcn-i'od King in his prime 
I scarce felt tlie In^s uf my KprlnKtJme. 

Till he Hung; his unit) hito my rhyme. 

The rhyme of my life, wliicli in ever 

With the bird iiud tin- hroolilet In tune. 
Which keepa in its fij|(l« the liprlHK violels. 

Along side the rtises iif .Innc. 
t shall not Kivc thtni il]) dnrlnt; iinlniiin. 

Though those ilays may i>rLnj( fmsl :ind Mire piiini 
To have and In Imld, tliey'n- mine mvit. 

Till they hlonni In iJiids .sprlnt'lini.' ajtiihi. 

And what flower shall syiiilml life's winter? 

That l« not yet vnut^lisared me to iiniiw: 
But if llfe'e garnered years miel ihut VtosI Kin;: 

May my sweetest flowers hlonm 'neiith His b 
But to thoae who liave iinnwn me. and lovpd m 

Come my next sprinutime early, or late. 
Bring blna9om!^ lo scalier ahtive me - 

For otr meeting time— smile nv ye wail, 



From voii he gained the minstrels ;irl. 

HL-i thoughts to scleoce Mpruny. 
Vou fiirly impressed hla boyish mind. 

Ynii laiighl him the son^s he sunR, 



I sHW liim stnnil on the eve's parade. 

Kliisiheii with a soldier's pridi-. 
First l«iirnetl to obey, then to rommarid. 

On the lielKhts or the b:itlli''> tide. 
Up was sliiin «n the battle Held. 

I'lHir Ili'.i wochI. Ills yoiint! life jravi'. 
Me iliid with liis faee toward the foe 



Ami In; Hll- a 



I'lldiPT 



I (trnvi 



Twii^ here I first heard his sniry nf Rome, 

nr l':irtlia;.'e and Greece ot nhl. 
Their heroes, their battles und all ihi' events. 

ity your lirnth'r Chester were inlil. 
We li-iimed with eaBCi" i"tere>i nnd iviv. 

As he In plain laneiiane wi>nld lell 
Of the ilarinir deeds of the (Jiiul.and both 

The Intrigue of Rome':- hold sons. 
And li'iw the Rreiit Psesar feil. 



-My heart oft beats in sorrow, fieortie, 

When I think of the days a-none. 
And my old companions, alive and dead. 

That played with me on the lawn. 
Or at twilight's hour when we played at wolf, 

Back of tht chur:h and barn. 
Or sat upon the hijih front steps 

And listened to songH and yarns. 




Horn; Kklujovili-k, O . Ai;n 11.1844. 
AmiDT two hundred poems bave a|)|H:iiri<il from the pciil^ 
i.r Francis M. Hill, a noted citiEen of Persia. Iowa. For | 
si'veral yeart he was n Ju»liceortlie I'eare and hashpld ) 
variniis poHitlons of tru.sl. Dr. Htll is a ph.VHirian, sui- j 
ireoii and pharmarlsi, and haR had thirty years'vxj»r\- 
enre as Keneral practitioner. 

THE CHANGES. 
Oh! time ha* eome and fled, dear Oeorne, 

Mince the autumn of aixt.v-two. 
J material change hn" taken plaic 

With me asi well Hr. wit" you. 
The clarion's note iw muffled in peace. 

And haslied is the battle's din: 
The iiHtea of the tempio of war is elosed 

.Vnd Mars itnpri'.nnefl tliereln. 

And amotiK the many thai wont, dear (ieon^e. 

When the call foi the thousands came. 
Were our old schoolmates dear, but brave. 

They marched to the tlel<l of fame. 
They were slain and piled mi 1 lie altar high. 

And theli atoning hlofwl 
Was drank b.v the parched iirirt thiisiy eiirtli. 

As a desert wnulri *wjill(iw ti Hmirt. 



That one, a companion of your"s. dear Oeorge, 

Tour counsel was his delight. 
Aa together you walked to the lildtaut town 

And returned but late at nJghl. 



t^WJAU ^, 



BoRX: Richland, Ohiu, Dec. 2, iSil. 
Tbj: poems of this lady occasionally appear la tlit lo- 
cal press. She was married to Frank Ballou in 1870, and 
has fourchlldren.ffith whom she resides In Walker.Iowa. 

A RETROSPECT, 
it's a beautiful dreamy autumn day. 

And 1 idly ait and gsze 
O'er the prairie stretching far and wide, 

And hedged with a purple haze. 
'Neath the willow hedge is a playhouse aeat. 

With a mistress small and wise: 
And a gladsome voice says. " Mother dear. 

Did you ever make mud pies?" 
The burden and care of the present 

Was lifted from heart and brain. 
And a tinkle of melody filled the air. 

And 1 was a child again. 
The colls of my hair fell from my head 

And floated free in the wind, 
Hy heart was touched with the joy divine 

It had known before I sinned. 
I gathered ferns with a lavish hand. 

And Die dt^wood blossoms white. 
Then rested beneath the beech tree's shade, 

All Becked with golden light. 
I waded the pebbly meadow brook, 

And launched a fleet of leaves. 
And the look and tone of thosd about 

Was such as never grieves. 
The free glad song of the moclclng bird 

With my life was sweetly blended; 
And the distant call of the whlp-poor-wtll 



And so we recall those childhood days 

That began with a warp of song; 
And the woof complete ot joy and laugh, 

With never a thread cast wrong. 
The dream Is past, aad over my soul 

The present ia softly stealing; 
[ f:kce the future with strength renewed, 

And a deeper, kindlier feeling. 
We are borne along through sun and shade. 

While faith our fears dispel. 
For greater Joys may we know and feel. 

When the Master says, ■' 'Tls well." 

Bokn: Stratford. Iowa, July 10, 186". 

The poems of Miss Lucas occasionally appear In the 

local presK. She still residos In the place of hernatlvlty. 

AUTUMN LEAVES. 

Forest leaves are slowly changing 

As the summer time grows old, 
Blending in autumnal beauty, 

Tints of red and brown and gold. 
Telling of approiiching foray 

To each drooping flower and fern, 
Summer's lovely ones are dying 

When the leaves begin to turn. 

On the hill, the crimson sumach. 

Gleams amid the smoky light, 
Like the scarlet woodbine clinging 

'Round the crags on yonder height. 
And far below the sombre river, 

Like a murmuring spirit grieves. 
Sparkling Id the autumn sunlight, 
clbuleto the dying leaves. 



LjriDg i 



I be dft 



ttpath 



Leading duwn Ltic lucky ^len. 
Heaping in rlu- liMtfy hollow. 

Through the urny -qnirrerB secret ken. 
Strewn nlong Un- <\m'-\ valley. 

Heapf-d bi'siili- ill" UniKhliig rill. 
Scatterotl "roiuici in ^wiTt confusion. 

Over wnndy ,:\;uh- mid hill. 



Soi 



, beyc 



III I 



inkylill 



10].. 



And from oui ihi' tirni 


liilii; fallnw. 


(■oni>> til.' r-rii'k.'i- 1- 


liriiing (King. 


Whlli' rhrouuliiMii ili.' 


uli't Woriillltni 


■ni.-n'-> ii 1 llM.-, 


.rMr..ur.d, 


And ihe iiuiuiiiii l<'ii\.. 


;>h' railing, 


Soflly fiillinn- ill! :\r< 




O'er uic i-rceiis n i.-iido 


^.1|■^'IW, 


Musing on Iliy life r 


|ili'1i<. 


Lnvi-ly ini-sMi-ii({(Ts of n 


Ill mil. 


Snftly nillirig "rouiKl 


tiiy f<:i'I: 


V.i iTuiiiid m.' or till' 1 


ii'iid-liliw. 


M.-ni'iry-s i.-mlcr IIl'1 


1 i'c>irifve>. 


Fadi-d I'rnm my livari m 


oil K-iill.'n'd. 


Scattored'Hkr i hr 1; 


linu l'':iM'-^. 


Merry fares. loriR divid. 


1. 


Many an auluinns ^ 


nuiiii; ■.iK-rll. 


Casts aside ils Icjifj ni 


nllc. 


Strews Ils fari.-d rol. 


llrllVi-ch. 


Thus to ihoe a liihiitr 


gJU'li. 


Beauteous leaves Tha 


I "round me It 



There's a sorruw in Mi\ imi-tliig. 

Sadness in thy swwl g(Mtd-hye. 
Thou hast clad thi- d.iir old forest 

In its hlrd songs and its cheer. 
And 'tis meet that thou should perish 

With the flowers and grasses here. 



70 



Uobn: R('CtiiNuH\ji. Yt.,.Ias J, 18a4. 
? lady has writtim pnynis from linifjloilme for llic 
jjust ijuartcr of»centur.v, mauy or which have appeared 
in the local press. Sho was married in l«53to Byron F. 
Carpenter, and removed to Orient, Iowa, in 1874. where 
he now resides with hi-r husband and family, 

FANCY'S PICTURE. 
Beautiful moonlight over me failing — 
Dearly loved scenes to my mind thou'rt calling: 
Scenes of my childhood, long gone though they be, 
Thou bringpRt these back in bright niem'ries tome. ' 

In the old home, nestled 'mon); Forest-crowned h Ills, 
I list to the music of swift dancing rills. 
And musical voices far sweeter than theae 
Are nonting to me on the soft pvening breexe. 

Over my heart, long shaded in sadness. 
Softly tiierc fallcth a feeling oT gladness: 
For the dear old days liMve enme hack to me. 
When 1 was ii child so careless and free. 

Here in their prime I Hnd Father and Mother: 
Once more I frolic with sister and brother. 
Building a playhouse In some pleasant nook, 
Or romp In the orchard or dowt) by the brook. 

Sweet as the Howers that bloom In the wildwood 
Are the beautiful days of innocent childhood; 
And like the fair Howitb, how sliort is their stay. 
The swift passing years soon hear them away. 

E'en as I gaze, fancy's picture is fading. 
Reaiitiea stern my pathway are shading: 
Life's burdens and years have furrowed my brow, 

me now. 



rsT" 



Born; LaPorte, Ind., Feb. 11, 1843. 
Thb subject ot this sketch Is the author of the well 
known songs entitled Isabelle, Etma oftheYale, Essie. 
Little Wanderer, and numerous othersongswhtchhav 
been set to music, and published by John Church Co. 
AoA S. Brainards Sons, Mr. Witter hus also contributed, 
Scores of poems and prose articles to periodical liti 
lure,VFhich have received high comiuendatioQ. Hew 
"to Iowa. in 18j:),and for tlie past twenty years has been 
president of Council BluiTs, where he is very popular. 

ISABELLE. 

By thi! sparkling waters of the rlU, 

Within a deep and shady dell, 
Alt silent save the ancient mill. 

We pledged our troth, fair Isabelle; 
To me 'twas Paradise on earth, 

My cup of happiness complete, 
O transient days of Joy and mirth, 

We part perhaps do more to meet. 
Cbu. O Isabelle, lov'd Isabelle, 

My heart is ever true to thee; 
The vows we pledged within the dell 

Arc written in eternity. 
Oh cruel hearts, did tales imfold 

That I was false to thee, the detl. 
That 'twa» the stury oft times told 

Of man's duplicity and guile: 
Thus fro.m my love didst alienate. 

Another heart supplanting mine, 
No more the tryst at garden gate, 

No more to kneel at thy fair shrine. 



\' (13 



Born; Clayton Co.. Iowa 
For many years thle lady has taught school In Sloox I 
and Lyon counties. Her poems have appeared from ' 
lime to time in the peiiodical press. 

IDEAL AND REAL. 

lu child fancy, life doth seem 

To be a sweet, alluring dream 

Of fairyland and sylvan iKJwers, 

Of brightest birds and fairest flowers. 

Where 'iieatli tlie sparkling dews of morn, 

We pluck the rose without its thorn: 

Or li.'it enchanted to the song 

or the babbling brook which flows along. 

No shade of gloom, no thought of care, 

We roam the hill hs free as air; 

Or chase. Ihu niolh with gilded-wing, 

And make ihe woodlands gaily ring. 

Foot-sort! wi! cltmb life's rugged steep, 
And cros its chasms dark and deep, 
When at our feel, ah, glad surprise! 
Some new-found treasure greets our eyes. 
Thus, ever changing, time flits by, 
Till unrelenting death draws nlgb; 
And as the ages roll away, 
Full four-score years seem bui a day. 
How happy they who walk beside 
Our ever true and faithful guide, 
And leave not wisdom's narrow way. 
In flowery paths of sin to stray; 
But nobly battle with the wrong. 
And In the strife grow brave and Strong; 
To the true conqin-rur the real 
I BTand|Liiapplejjhao ^e Ideal. 




Born: Stur 



.,Nov. 



rt^HKN sixteen year» of aj^e he beg'an lo teach andcoti'j 
tinued In that work until I88S. Since then he has beei 
coDttnuousIy before the public, as an organizer and 
lecturer of the 1. O. G. T. Mr. Hill has traveled es- 
tenaively and has lectured In England and Scotland and 
in many of the American Stales. Most of his poems 
were written before bewafl thirty years of age. He is a 
voluminous prose writer and has published several 
iKioks. Hi>i present home is in Des Moiiie^-, Iowa. 

HOPE. 

Friends, for lue the hour draweth nlgli, 

The hour I have waited so long; 
When thfangol wilt open the door to the sity, 
For ray spirit to break from its prison to try 

A life in the land of bright song. 
To-day through the darkness ot grief 

ConiL-s a sweet and peace giving breath. 
And 1 slioui as the curtains are raised for oue sight 
Through the windows that look on the heaven of light. 

Beyond tlie shadow of Death. 
I sec many pictures so sweet, 

.Vnd gleams of a doner girt land: 
Mother walks by the shore which the blue waters beat 
And she sings the old songs as they break at her feet 

Or roll up the silvery strand. 
I know not why humans should cling 

To this world with its ^roau and sigh. 
It is only exchanging cold winter forsprltlg, 
.^nd my soul in that summer will revel and sing. 

In that land where leaves never die. 
Ota, come not with tears to ray tomb! 

Plant lily and rose on the sod; 
There is rest 'mong the posies free from all gloom, 





In the sun-Ut gardens oi God. 
I dwelt in the sliadow of grief. 

For my dear ones I mourn to-day: 
Yet I see thoni afar and it gives mo relief, 
Por I know that the journey at best is but brief. 

T'U the city of God I shall s«'. 

THE WIFE'S RE50LVK. 
Wall, I've been to meelin'. 

An' such a meetin' loo: 
Oh, John, I wish fer just one* 

You had the strength to go. 
Yes, John, there's but one Heaven. 

That's thrrjugh that preacher's door; 
AU the rt'nt of creation 

Neverll reach the other shore. 
Well, Jolio. jou have been prayin' 

Ninh onto forty years: 
It your not goin' to Heaven 

Why ilii:- wiihlin' [jrayers"- 
Yes. rv.t rfiiit in uiy Bible: 

Tlie Mrt>tf r came to save, 
Not tlie niMfty-riine wise ones 

But lu^ in sin entilaved: 
Whafll bwonie of that lambkin 

If hP lives in parts remote. 
An' when he starts for glory 

Can't get in that preacher's boat';' 
You "Woniiir wliat I'd do," John. 

If you "Slmuld never see 
The gates of tlie Uolden City. 

Nor rest 'neatli Heaven's trees?" 
Wby, if it came to tliat, John, 

An' God places on you the ban. 
I'm goln'to follow the scripter: 

An' stick to my good, old man. 



Born; Ubkaloosa, Iowa, Aug. 16, 1868, 
Akter llnishint; liin e(f ucat on In the public sclioolKand 
Penn OoIIckc PIiH Hoffman entered the Held o^.Iour- 
nalisni, Rod was Tor four years connected witli the U>- 
kaloosa Dally Herald as city editor. Thuuf^h now en- 

^^^atrpd in other business lie still corresponds for twoof 
tlie leadlog papers ot the northwest, and occasionally 
s imems. Journalism is his chosen profession and 
' 111- expects to return to it in a few years. That he Is 
wrll qualified Tor the work is shown by the fact tliat 
since quitting the Herald, less than a year ago, he has 
' liad the refusal of four line positions on other papers, 
a writer of easy-going rambling paragraphs he has 
su]>erlor In the state, and these articles and his 
poems have been extensively copied by the leading 
niaiiers of Iowa and also of Chicago, and have gained 
r him a considerable reputation. TheOttumwaPre.ss 
>s of him: "Mr. Hoffman has no equal as a news 
Kt;athercr, and he puts his stuff up In ae tine a literary 
\hape as the leading men of the metropolitan sheets. 
)ne of the most promising of Iowa's young liter- 
fury luminaries." 

IOWA, 
Jowa! lowal Queen of the prairies, 

Kalr home of the innocent, happy and strong; 
'How rich all thy Qelds are, how lovely thy meadows, 
Howgrand the old trees that have watched o'er thee 
long. 
How pensive the rivers that wind through thy valleys 
Ai the fool of thy hills so gorgeous and high, 
I How stately thy buildings, wtiose autocrat spires 

Seem to pierce through the azure and fade In the sljy. 

CAb! well may thy face bear the smile of contentment. 




I Glide on tn your pathway, then Iowa, ever — 
May every good work take root In thy soil, 
tid Welcome to all who come to thy threshold 
And rear up thy sons to be proud of their toll. 

MY ELEANOR. 
The moonlight streamed in golden cords, 

Adown tliu smiling brook, 
And zephyr.s lllleti with sweet perfume 

Each happy Utile nook. 

No cloud was in the summer sky. 

No sound to break the rharm. 
As slowiy down the winding path 

We wandered jirra in ann. 

We passed ;i hut, a humble place. 

Neglected and rorloru, 
Where " Uncle" .Toe, old Ijachelor Joe, 

Lived destitute, alone. 

Though gold he hiid,and stocks, and lands, 
And all that wealth could buy, 

Yet somehow, all about the. place 
Was desolate and wry. 

A shudder stole all through her frame, 

My darling Eleanor. 
When Joe's unshaven, wrinkled lace. 

We noticed through the door. 



Ill" 
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I lolt a llirill run tliroUfli my soul 
From ciutilirr Inaping heart. 

Mj- ej-ea forgot the spreading scones 

And lingered down to wliore 
The Jealous breeze in proudest mood 

Played tlirough her auburn hair. 

Her ryes turned slowly up to mine. 

Those liyi-.s so sweet, so true. 
Wlii(!li Nocmed tn say, though silenefti reigned, 

■■ N'ed, I airree n-ith yon." 

o: hliswfiil liour. O: cliarming spell! 

Forever shall I know 
The happiness that thou hasi wrouelil, 

,V.s seasons come and go. 

Hdili liJinds I elas|)ed. Mer Talry head, 

."■lie on my shoulder laid: 
My lips iH'siHike my lieart's ilexlre. 

Will yon lie mine."! .said. 

The miHmbeHms al the strenmlet smiled. 

The hriKik In smile.s replied. 
i eaught the word and with a kiss 

1 won my liiauteoua bride. 

THE LITTLE TEACHER. 

' They bring her pinks and daisefl and IXKiuets of sv 

wild flowers— 

Culled from hedge, and Held, and meadow, and the ' 

woods' secluded bowers, 

L And she pins them on her boBom, fain to please Ihe^ 

little ones, 

t as proudly too she wears them as sbe would aa , 



Bobn: Enolakd, 1S50. 
ArTKK receiving his ef^ucation this K^iillenian entered 
the ministry, and has been pastor of thp FlMt Presbyter- 

_laD church of Marshalltnwn, lown, sincu 1887. He 
Written two hundred imems, niitiiyor whlrh havi 
peared in various hymn boi>k!i and tiii' seciilar and i 

■ llgious presa generally. Thn Hev. WilliHin Hryanl will 
publish his popins in b<Hilc rnrni hT an I'arly dntf. 



THE WIND AXD THE SEA. 
The wind from Ihc M-a wi>iit •.ai!ill^', saillnK, 

And the lonely aea kepi wiiilintr, wailinKi 

Night and day: 
■'Why did I rviT dmiht hir? 
"Tis so dreary withiuit her. 
I'd throw my arm.'i alwint her 

In sweet n-st." 

Softly the breeze came nIgliinK. sighing. 

Hack again. 
AlODe she wa.s ulnwly dyini;, dying, 



r the 
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It was the old, old story — 
Beneath the niountaiim hoary. 
As sunset's crimson glory 
Lit the West. 

And o'er them the wild birds sInKing. singing. 

Evening song; 
And fairy bella gently ringing, ringing- 
All night long. 
ListenI the wind and ocean, 
TbrilUng with new emotion; 
Sweet tale of true devotion, 




Pay Is done. 
Lod till' slars tlii'ir walili :i 

Fur thi' sun. 
Leave Uicm quk-t together. 
Ffii' i-alm or stormy weather, 
Like birdK 'nRSth folded reatber, 

In their nest. 

K\srr.n hells. 

ILirk: -lU Ihr Kii-icr helK rinping. 
Wl.iil i- til.' WW- Ihev are brlnclni;. 

"m/ nii'iiilitiH Willi rlinrii-i "f ^ilu;illK■- 

-f,?>f rKlhritliiil Miii-i'i'l'llieiiiivl jrii'.'liiic tile fill lire iiisonK- 

Aiif-'eK llii'ir iiathway adornlriK. 
Seiiiier lirijrli! blossoms of sprlnKtlnu'. 
Nil'lly Hie ;inthem protonj;. 

What are tlie Easter bells saying, 
Willie Id the turrets they're swaying, 
Over tlie multitudes praying, 
^■eking for light in the darkness pleading, fnr life from 
thp graveV 
They echo the words of the Master: 
- Death is no hopeless disaster; 
1 am the life's resurrection, 
Jesus the mighty to save." 

Ea.iter bells, gladly we H.-iten: 
Itrush back the teardrops that glisten; 
Christ from death's grasp has arisen; 
Iseallered the doubt and tbe darkness, opened thegate.-, 
of the morn. 
Welcome, O glad Easter story! 
Welcome, O promise of glory! 
Heirs of the kingdom of Heaven- 
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COLUMBIA. RAILI 

Columbia Hall! with noblest victory cruwned; 

Unmarrcd by trumpet blast or martial sound; 

No foe Ites brulspil and bleedlnjr 'neath thy heel: 
hj cities ciiiakp not at the clashing steel: 

t^ast be th(i reign of terrors such 'an these: 
Fclcome tbe dawn of liberty and peace! 
'he Eastern world atandn tremblingly in dread: 
lerce wars iniperidiiiK o'er each nat inn's head: 
heir mlfrhty iirmamentH massed grimly by, 
Patching the chant-i'S with a }caIouK eye: 
jiike hungry tigers lashed to furious rage, 
fet daring not the first mad war to wage, 
nobler end. a loftier aim be thine. 
'To wield thy influence as a power benign-. 

To raise the lowly, to relhie the rude, 

[lepress tln^ evil and cxiilt tlir gnod; 

speed the march of learning o'er the land, 
1 nourish science with a liberal hand. 
. yet a grander and a purer aim 
ilelongs to thee and thy historic name. 

The glorious memory of Pilgrim days 

Must mould that puriwse tinie cannot efface: 

The pure traditions at the way they led. 

mill shed their benedictions on tliy head. 

Learning and science, as they fierve their day, 

May shine In boauty but to fHd(^ away: 

Religion only la like Dod for aye. 

Alas! Columbia, in this day of hope. 

Tby sons by thousand.-i still In darkness grope; 

Like weary travelers wandering in the night, 
r With downcast head!>, they miss the friendly light. 

Far olT in regions where few feet liave trod. 

Thy realm extends — tliou lioldest it from God. 

Shall not these regions in the future shine. 

Bright homes of earnest' lutllious, eons of tblne^ 



Set' ill tlie Wcsi t,u river, hill 0.06 plain. 

Fair Eustcrn citit's s])ri]Jt( to life a^'ain: 

And 'round them, as tlir stars tihiof Tuund the hud, 

A luiti'lri-il little liUiiilct-'i ilrv bii)tUlJ. 

[jr<-. oh li'.w ciii'iit'si: Sluili it not tie blesu 

lltT.' lioiie MilK-taiiiiul; thrie. eli-rnal rest? 

All tlu'iiiiKli llie West, wlii'i'e'er men's feet have trod, ' 

Are NtrotiK timiiiit iuus ui TorKL't their God: 

Chiirclies aiiil sl'IiouIs li"i sjiarKely SfiittiTud 'ruund, 

Wlilli! i'vorywIiiTi' iliirk haunts of siti ahuund. 

Aye! mv.n nlm ^nuliii' lo i)a.v tlit gohpel cent. 

Fay llie (iiri diillar with ;< urntt eontent. 

Stern is tUe ilioiiitlit: How sliall we win this land. 

And phire tlij^ viist iloniititi at God's {.'nmmandy 

RIest be the i-otiKli-tiewii lii|;s, or house of sud: 

And bli:st. ihriL'i' blest, the messenger of God. 

Hark! Tis the ixll Ibai summons far Hiid wtde 

The scattercfl wnrshiijors nn mountain side. 

And as w<> injirei' draw the song of praist, 

Swppt tnspirntioti unlo linlicr dnys. 



Who are the men tliiil make Columbia great? 

Who are the nii'ti that most exalt the state? 

Are they in seals where commerce winH Its way? 

Arc they where plans of government hold wwayV 

Arc they tu halls where leiirniiiK sheds its ray? 

To oaeh wi! answer truly: Vea and nay. 

Greater than all bef ausi- made least of all, 

Tho man wlio i^impl.v beHril hit Master call, 

And at bis summons made his proudest aim 

To win the world to worship that dear Name, 

Kor this each Clirl.>,iian soul, jiledge heart and hand, 

Columbia hail! be ihou Emmanuel's hind. 

If we would keep thee great, and free, and brave. 

Tben o'er the i>tars aud stripeii the cross must wav«, 
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HE LOVKTH THE BEAUTIFUL. 
He lovelh the heautiful: 
He halh liCHtlci'ircl ii everywhere, 
And naturi! so iltittrul 
Kesp<mdt< Willi Hi. t Isioiih riire. 

Ht-HUty iti I'arth. ;iti(l :iir. und itky; 

Eieauty In iill lliink;s Hriuiiid us: 

All crying- ■wjili jjliiry He crowned us." 

Oh! how fiiir, ImvoiiiI eornpare, 

The brtf{lit liori/im^ tlmt bound us. 



FlowcfK witli 
Subtly waftirii 
-Are Bcatti'red 
Lavished 



<!i-lirati' tints of bloom, 
ell pt'ofiisfdii: 
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And the skies hliiiMinted. with here and there 
A cltjud'a while winjt. floatirnit thriui)j!h air: 
And at nit!ht the stars in (cloi'ious sheen. 
(laxinK on all this wondrrniM Hcenu, 
The blue and the gold sniilinit down on the green. 

The sunrise bursting in crimson light. 
Prom the Eastern ^ate of the vanished night, 
Passing away tu the Western door, 
And fading in glory on golden short. 

Then lance and spear point wwift advance, 
Lightning flashes, the sterner glance 
or the great Creator, whose mighty hand 
Opens these glimpses oX visions grand, 
Till the veil of darkness o'er Heaven falls, 
And closes in silence those mystic halls. 

Alpine glaciers like diamonds bright, 

Shine in the flashing of God's great light, 

Where His lorehea gleam through the day and nigtat, 

Hal nbow-li ridges from shore to shore, 

Ouud 



Ililjli heaven has opened it.- liiRir. 

|.\ll gorgeous hues of brigbt-wiDired bird. 

And titraitis of melod.v are beard. 

«»r tbe Eephyr'a soft sweet sighing. 

A'i the day la slowly dying. 
r away in the Orient land, 
ivy palms oer the dcsirt sand 
' III silence bend to I lit' iiiaett^r hand. 

I>eep beneatli tlie fathomless tide. 

s (if heauly wrenply hide; 

J Sea-shells painted with KlHtcrlnt! hue, 

Mouses and sea-weed hid from view. 

Ages and ages have onward trod. 

Seen alono by the eje of (lod. 

Valley and wilderness, river and rill. 

Desert and everlasting hitl. 

Hiding their mysteries dark and Ntlll. 

I>ecp burled away in thit heart nf ejirtli. 

Are treasuresi and beauties of pricelijss wnrth: 

Gems that sparkle, mines that sliiui'. 

l.iold and silver of many a mine. 

Silently hidden by hand diviin'. 
I Scenes of new splendor, till wniidi riiij; wi' fall, 
I Acknowledging Kim a.i the iniiiiiiii'li m all. 

Add to these glories for mortal evr'-. 

Add tti these visions of grand surprise. 

Sounds for the ear, mnsie and song. 
I Melody, harmony all day lonK- 
' Musle. of land, of sea, of air. 
^-Voices of nature everywhere. 
I Swelling the anthem grand and wweel — 

Then fall Id homage before Ills feel. 
f If earth Is bo fair, the work of His hand. 

How shall we picture that vision grand. 
lUfjyi^Lord Himself, Id His glory-land? 



THE DEATH OF BOSSEL. 
They took their way to the Satory Camp, 

On that bleak November day; 
Few were awake to see the sight, 

Or to follow the deadly way. 
For tlie tblRf; was done like a guilty deed 

That dared not brook delay. 

Two were iweri of the rough hard type, 

Who always are easy led 
To Ntrike out u bold adventurous course. 

Although It be writ blood-red; 
And do not shrink from a cruel task 

Because of the storms ahead. 

lloHtiel was shaped in a gentler mould, 

PoliKbfd, and gmtd, and pure; 
Such are the truest of martyr souls. 

Rbady to do and endure; 
They will not yield to the rage of man, 

Their heartH beat tlrm and sure. 

His was the soul to think and plan. 

To rule by Hie power of mind, 
To draw all things to the common good. 

And every faction bind: 
Too pure to lead such a motley crowd. 

By sorrow and pain half blind. 

Oh! ye wbo attacked our hearths and homeG, 

Who drove us to the light. 
Ours is the pain of a great defeat. 

And yet our cause was right: 

Yours was the victory in that hour, 
lint only by cursed might. 

P'irm they stood to receive the shots. 

Fired by their comrade's hand; 
Men who ne'er flinched In the hottest flgbt 

Bbud^ere4 to tee tbem itand 



So calmly erect to meet their death; 

And all but I hem unmanned. 

None dared spuak In that solemn hour 

or shame or of wmscience smart: 
They knew there was more in that dauntlessmienl; 

Than could come from a traitor's heart: 
Hushed, with a silent awe they stood. 

Ttll body and h«u1 should part. 

Ob! when the Judge of the world shall cume. 

In that awful Judgment day, 
Whose shall the blame of that slaughter be? 

Aye, who shall the reckoning pay';" 
For the God of Heaven, who watched the deed. 

Will not His vengeance stay. 

Friends, ye have taken your noble dead. 

And laid in the silent tomb: 
Oh! ye have wept for that bitter day. 

And that cruel, uncalled-for doom; 
But the light will spread, and the day sixm come 1 

To dispel this awful gloom. 

Parist tbou shrine ot advancing thought. 

How shalt thou lead the world';" 
Learn by the Tate of thy noblest sons 

Where thy foes would wish thee liurled: 
But thou must rise in thy might nnce more 

With a purer flag unfurled, 

Rhed no t«ars o'er his last loug sleep, 

For his soul is with God above: 
And swear no vengeance over his tomb, 

For he died in his Savior's love. 
And that heart like a lion's in the battle's strlfej 

Had the tenderness ot the dove. 

Thou hadst the make ol a leader ot t 
In that form, and soul, and brain; 
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One last farewell to the hero brave. 

Who died in his manhood's prime, 
One lingering glance at his early grave, 

And 3 shuddering thought of that crime: 
Yet it was the death thai a soldier seeks. 

Though it came not In hat.ti^ time. 

Paris! Tliou bleedfst from many a wound. 

Dealt thoo Ijy foe and friend; 
Thou must endure for a little while; 

Such sutTerIng must have end: 
Then thou shall rise }\kn a city of men, 

And thy hideous shackles rend. 

There arc higher thoughts for thy tions to know, 

By lessons of noblest trust; 
By honor and virtue retrieve the past, 

Pe^plslng all malice and lust: 
Let no false ho|)es trail thy banners low: 

Or drag thy fame In the dust. 

Forgive the men who have slain tliy best, 

For he died at peace with all: 
But let the lesson uf that pure life 

Sound like a bugle call: 
We follow on in a noble path. 

E'en If like him we fall. 

Then cast your flowerets over his grave. 

Still keeping his memory pure, 
And as in our daily paths we tread. 

Like his let our feet stand sure: 
So though he's dead, the tale of his life 

Shall ever and aye endure. 



mmmm. 

Bokn: Mim;nt Pi.k ^sant. f a.. Dm: 13, I8«2. 
A uRBATKU pan i>r ilih youDK man's lift- )ias beeul 
dpent In Dakota and Colorado. Hi!* wrltiugs have ap- 
peared in Pecks Sun, New York Clipper, Defl Moiaen 
Graphic. Iowa Stale ReRisler and otherprominentper- 
lodicaK He also publiahcd Briar's Buze San. 

WHEN THE BUZZ SAW .STRIKES A KNOT. 
Just bow to run a paixT nhen ynu haven't anj' cash. 

When you spp jimr host <•( crodilors getting hot, 
Is a <tucHliiiii ihiirs !i Ii:ii-i1 dill', ).ii( we'll lell you what 
wc fid. 

To smooth iliiiik's vrlirii t1i>' Ilu/itSav sirikeNa knot. 



When our bill Ik rli 

rli>s and 

When the tail-n- w!uit> lii; 

We (five them ciicli ii ■■wrin 

of lowri.- 

We do tliis wlirn 

When mir liiiullord < 



ishinK. when the uoal man 



ii'v iin llic spot, 
as '- 1 he leadlnir man 



hr 1IU/.1I 



striken n knot. 

IIS tn (-olloct thre«.- 



months- hack IxiHvd. 
We must ]ilay ii lilull Bunir or lose tlie j»ot. 
And weaMkhini wliai he>*pa.vinKnowforoleomar|farind 
He stands by us v/hen Mie Bu/z Saw strikes a knot. 

We've reduced It Mi a science, this standing off of btlle^ 
We're nulllIereMt whether we owe a man or not. 

We sit down in our office and elevate our heels. 
To meet them when the Buzz Saw strikes a knol. 



1( you'll notice what w 

Whether we pull liin 
You can easily delerm 
stand, 
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Bokn: England, Makch 23, 1830. 
In 1852 Ml'. Schofleld came to Amtfrlca, and live yoars 
later settled lu Iowa. In 1858 he was married li> MIkn 
Mary J. Winterbottom.and bas had a family of (lvi> 
children. Mr. Scbofleld is the author of about two hini. 
dred iHicms, many of which baveappeared fromiimetd 
time In the periodical press. For a quarter of a century 
he resided in Iowa City, engaged a* a mecbanic. He 
now resideK near Oasis. Iowa. 

INVOCATION. 

'■ Father of all," true source of light, 

Inspire my pen that I may write, 

One line or thought, in Thy dear name. 

To shine undlmm'd od scroll of fame. 

Dnrival'd in its purity 

Cause those who read to think of Thee. 

Maker, Upholder, Savior, Friend, 

Whose power and glory ne^er shall end, 

Whose strisngth Imbues the weak with might. 

Whose presence tills the soul with light, 

Dispells all darkness of the mind. 

Brings joy and peace to human kind. 

Lifts up the soul from deepest woe. 

And bids in paths of virtue go. 

We thus escape the tempter's power. 

Whose spirit in an evil hour 

Tempts all to sin, brings all to grief, 

Unless they seek and Hnd relief 

In Thee: whose pard'ning love abounds 

And every trusting soul surrounds, 

Protects till tlte"s brief day Is done, 

And lights its pathway through the tomb: 

The way our great Redeemer trod, 

To Thee the source of light our God. 





THANKSGIVING SONG. 

ThanUs be to God who crowns our Uvea 

With blessings from on high, 
Who w&tches o'er us, guards our way 

And doth our wants supply: 
Then let all praise to Him be given, 
The God of earth and King of Heaven. 

Our granaries teem with golden grslD 

And goodly fruits la store, 
Truly a goodly heritage 

From Him nhom we adore; 
Then let all praise to Him be given, 
The God nf earth and King of Heaven. 

He utrews our paths with fragrant flowera. 

Though here and there a thorn, 
There's balm in gllead for each wound 

If grace our lives adorn; 
Then ]et all praise to Him be given, 
The God of earth and King of Heaven. 

He doth not willingly afflict 

Ills chosen children here, 
But freely giveth them all things 

Who worship in Hie fear; 
Then let all praise to Him be given. 
The God of earth and King of Heaven. 



He knows our weakness, gives us strength 

For future days to come, 
He smooths the path for weary feet 

And guides His children home: 
Then let all praise to Him be given. 
The God of earth and King of Hekvan. 




: Canada.O(;t. 20, 1870. 
Lewis received his education at tlie cuniniun schutil.s. 
OTiunell College, and subgequently attended the Iowa 
Business College in Des Moines. He is now engaeid ii 
^beprinIini;biisinP9.s. »nd resides In Mltchpllrllle, lo' 



JOV ANH SORROW. 
jJoy has more friends thun sadtn-ss. 
- Sorrow's friends are but few. 
♦"or the world loves best mupli pleasiirp Hnd reHt 

From toil and care 'tis true; 
.foy is the christians prnflt. 
Sorrow the sinner's Kaln. 
But the christian has Inve from the Savior above 
While the Jiinner's reward is pain. 

L.BCjoice and your friends are mani. 

Be sad and you stand alone. 
For tis nature for man to make friends where he i 

Get those of a Joyful tone: 
Smile and your friendR smile with ynu. 

Frown and they all turn away. 
The world seeks for Joy without the alloy, 

But alone with your sorrow you stay. 



If poor, you are left to your chanceK, 

If rich, you'll not want for friends, 
^ But whatever your lot. there is joy in the thought. 

Of a pleasure which knoweth no end. 
Where sickness and sighing are o'er. 

And all is joy and love, 
A boon that both poor and rich who endure, 

Mmj alllu enjo; above. 





YFAND^ 
Where is the iiiaii «-lii> Ions nol pleaaure, 

Whu liivi^s not juy in carthlv tliinga, 
Who feels when sadness conies upon him 

The weiKht and trouble which It brlnffa. 

(lur plesburc here is oflen broken 
Hy mre and trQiit>lc pain and si|j[h. 

Hilt fur the ehristlnn'ii heart t here 'K comfort 
In till' fhonRlit (if ■■byp and bye,"' 



"Bye and hyp," oh what 

This will he i<> 
True and tallhrni 

tiofid and Ini.' e'en I 



who proves 
i.s Maker, 
his foes. 

There his plPM-iiiri' will l>e jjertect, 
ThiTe hiM Jiiy shall have no end: 

Oh. what hli-s will !»■ liis portlnn 
Jn rhi, land ofsinli'ss hl.-ml. 



A MirniEK. 

" Whai i> lirinif wiiliiiui a mother," 



One U> i-Diiifoj'i \ 
Hind Ihc Itrok 



■arl ; 



One l.o know ''iii'h joy and pleasure, 
One to sliari' each cart* and pain: 

"What is honii- wllliout a mother," 
Lei tis nnw r>i|iPii( fiiiain. 



She 
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She will work aihl iiray and sulTer, 
Thai i>i nil y'lii niiiy he irne. 



FUTHIR So HIE1U§@H, 

Born; Dehhabk, Jam. 38, 1868. 
I Tbe subject of ttiia Bketch came to America with hiw 
parents at the age of Hve, since which time hU home 
[ has been in Iowa. He was left fatlierlesa at the age of 
"Beven, At an early age Mr. Nelson became a carriagi; 
^ and sign painter, and for nearly two years was proprl«- 
r of Ills (iwiL paint shop. In 1889 he taught scliool, 
^nd the same year was licensed by tlie First Baptist 
jfaurch <if Harlan, Iowa, to preach the gospel. He next 
tntered the Theological Seminary, and latergraduateij 
t Granville (Ohio) Academy in 1301, and is now a can- 
^date f(ir the degree of A.B, in the University Class 
yjf "95. Since 18SS the poems of Mr, Nelson have con- 
stantly appeared in the periodical press. 

HOME. 
sAwalce, U muse, and sing me a song. 

Oh sing to me of my far away home: 
, For thee, O my home, how I pine and longi 

As homeless, an exile, alone I roami 

'Uidst Iowa's beautiful valleys and hills, 

la fragrant, delectable Cuppy's Grove, 

^ On the banks of brooks and pleasajit rlllti, 

I was wont In the days of childhood to rove. 

Id mind I now wander back to that place, 
Again that sacred old dwelling I see, 
.The happy scene ot my ehlldhood's days. 
The guardian home so dear to me. 

Ob look! and see that wren near her nest. 
Her nest that is hid In a hole In the wall — 

For ages our family's cherished guest; 

Twere a sin to molest oulisturb her at all. 



In yoadermmble dwellin 

We would gather around tins glowing Are, 
\iid bear the stories that mother told, 

Would eagerly listen, and never could tire, 
Dh tbose were the days o( life's sunny morn. 

When all the world looked bright and fair, 
Wlien dreams were dreamt and hopes were born, 

And mighty caslles were built in the atr. 
Tread soft! oh list! I hear a low noise. 

Come now. let us quietly enter the room, 
Oh listen, 1 hear my mother's sweet voice, 

She in sitting and singing alone in the gloom. 
Oil, darling mother, so care-worn and sad! 

Thou hast toiled, and suffered, and cared for me. 
May I live to make thee happy and glad, 

And cheer thee and bless thre and comfort thee. 
Let me kiss, dear mother, thy pallid cheek. 

Oh let mc wipe away all thy tears: 
'■Tho earth an luheritantic \» of the meek," 

Then cast away all ihy sormws arid fears. 
In love there is beauty and splendor untold. 

Tboutnh the form be tint comely and the face not (air; \ 
In home, though wanting in sliver and gold, 

True love supreme may reign eveo there. 
A-od mother and home are both the same. 

For " What is home without a mother?" 
The only diff'rence Is In the name. 

The one is a synonym Tor the other 




^mum ¥MTvDM F®TTS, 

Bork: Napibk. Pa., July 22, 1836. jL 

Vt Ihc age of tlghteen Mr Potts commenced to teacli <f 
school and Mticc that tinio liii*< taught about i 
montliH principally iu the public schools In 18S7 Mr. 
Potts was liLensed as a nilnltter aud han spent s 
been lears in the aclhe pastorlal work and for a 
r of jejrs was a well known resldtnt of Iowa. He has 
' Iteen a diligent prhate student all his life and In im\ \ 
ntered thi tolUge at Westenille Ohio Hehaswritten 
and published two booko and has been correspondenlof 
\irious newspapers, writing on a ^arlet* of topics— 
social religious political and educitioua] Mr. Pottsbas ^ 
spoken III public in many states His present home Is ^ 
It >urth liobinson Ohio where he ts ongHged In liter- 
art work ind is (.ditor and publisher of the Monthly 
I Monograph IU wob married In iHiti and hiiii a family / 




JesUB will take my soul on high — 
The place Lb went for to prepare, 
Vo darkness, nor driith, shall enter there. 

Born: Napekville, Ii.unoik. 
This lad.v 1b the author of h number of poems that 1^' 
have appeared from time to time in the periodical |^ 
press. For many years she followed the professioD of 
acbool teachlDK, but is now en^aeed a.s bookkeeper and i 
cashier at JeHeraon. Iowa. 

GIVE ME THESE. 
Give me the heart that is lipht and free. 
Noble, and tender, and beautiful, to me. 
Give me the hand whose kindly grasp 
Loves to linger in a tenderer clasp. 
Give me the voice that is soft and low. 
Rising and falling in musical flow. 
Give rae the eyes that look into my face 
With a modest charm of candor and grace. 
Give me the life of purpose and love. 
Whose aims are the highest, whose God is aboveS 
Give me these; And thy captive I'll .be, 
Thy captive forever, in such sweet captivity. 

ARISE! 
Arise! O mortal sou) of man, 
Dwell not among earth's meaner Ihlnga, 
But with the shield of love and faith, 
Soar heavenward on immortal wings. 

Arise, my soul. arlMl 



Borm: Ann Ahboii. Mhii., l>«38. 
Makiha Adelink Wahnkr hnn livfd inNi'vcruUiiiti 
of the union, and in I86tt she removed to NewUm. Inw 
where she has siner raBjrlod, She hiisoeeikhiiinally wri 
p|t-en poems sinee her ymini. In ItUlhis iJid.v w 
I to Elvin K. Warn.r, and hns thno wins ? 
dautthler. Her diiuKhter, Mrs. Harriet Esther K 
also R poetess, nnd isri'presenled I'lsewlierein Ih 
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BETWREX TWO WORLDS. 
This i.*; no dreani, for Inl I stand 
I'pnn that ni.vstie. horder-landl 

I -lee the white clnnds rise, 
A palu. iiupaliinhle sea «{ itiisi 
Thai IloHtii between thai wnrlrl and thia 
That land ot I'aradiw. 

1 stand, whore oh so many fvel 
Have stiKid before; arid all n'|ilete 

With beauty is the way; 
I tread the path so on l)ren trod — 
A path tliat leads us ii)i to (iod, 

The rftalms n! perfeet day. 

I tliouKht to And a river wide 
Between nie and the other side. 

With waters chill and cold: 
But falreat blooms are KprlnKinK here — 
The mists aplirt. and ]»'. appear 

The Kleani of |K.'arl and j-old. 

Ota, scene elysian! words are weak 
To paint thy fplendore; if I speak 

or jewels rich and rare 
And bU the l>eauty earth can boast — 
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aiKii) M. Miam 



Boom: Hakkisvillk, Ohio. Apkil 2.'!, 185B. 

At the ajte or nlnetetn Mr. Wright commenced teucli' 

inK Bchool. and taught ten terniti. In 1881 lie learned 

the milling trade at Akron. Ohio. That business not 

Jeing coiiKenlat. however, he took iipthe study of short 

' hand, and became the amiinuensis of Mr. Burdette, who 

3_was editor of the burlington Hawkeye at that time. 

» Since 1883 he has been located in Council MlufTs, Iowa. 

)Dd is now a parlner in the lirm of WarlnK and Wright. 

tenographers and Law Reporters. Mr. WrijEht Is the 

bthor of two published works entitled Everard and 

Sulalia, and The Lightning's Klasb, and is engaged in 

-^writing a sequel to the latter work. Mr. Wright was 

married in 1R86 to Miss Rlla T. Rcardon. and has 

1, Ralph Howard, born in 188«. 

A FEBRUARY DAY. 
Sweeping from sky to earth, 

The snow descends in sheets: 
Hurled by the whistling wluds 

Along the gloomy streets. 
The sky In clouded o'er. 

And darkness rules the day; 
The cold air penetrates 

Pedestrians on their way. 

Amoug them I discern 

A little seven-year old — 
A pale and !«ad racial lad. 

Who shivers with the cold, 
As near the Park be walks. 

Too weak to carry well 
The oranges and nuts 







At what lone imrt did you at last 

Cast Htichor niiil hold forth'/ 
Where iirp tho merry i-rews thai filled 

Youri-iiblti iKildK nncl decks? 
Are some alive? or did all fall 

Victims Id di'Hlh aud wrecksV 

Where are you uow? And what your plight!/ 

Together do you stay? 
Or have .v<iu wandered separate 

To distant cllmus away: 
Forgetting esich the otUer's part 

Played in the drama cruel. 
I'rmn the lonely Polar seas. 

Where .stnrrri-. ;!T'e horn to ruleV 

Oh. stately vesMils that you were! 

How many anxious eyes 
Have sought in vain for your return! 

TIow many grievous sighs 
Escape the weary hearts that wait! 

We hear the north wind blow; 
And sit and p<inder on your fate, 

That heaven alone can know. 

LINGERING RKMlNrSCENCBS. 
When I rellect on childhood's hours. 

The name or Freeport brings 
A host of mingling- memories, 

As if an angel's wings 
Had fanned my brow, and driven care 

And toil all awa.v. 
And re-instated in their stead 

Scenes of a better day. 

1 life'ij.dull problem f4Ue^ 
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My patTTwa; 

And I can ne'er iot^i'\ 
The happy times, delightful scenes, 

Aod pleit^ures that around 
My boyhood's short-lived career 

At Freeport did abound. 
The pretty village cozilj 

Nestling the hills iimouK- 
Stlll Water windiu)! slow bt'tweeii 

The banks where wild t1(iwrr> stiriin^: 
The meadowH siretrhinif far iiiul wide. 

AcnHji^ rrorn hill to lilll; 
Bear (lenx, and dHrk ravlniN lliriiui.'h wlilch 

There trickled many a rill. 
Primeval forest here and there. 

Add Krandeur to the KJKht: 
While huge and riiKKeil niosj-Krowii rocki. 

Roiuaiitle Miouiihts iiivilc. 
The old home two miles rriim t^>wii 

Upon Crab Orchard Stream: 
Methinks that I can see it now; 

How pleasant thus to dream! 
But progress, hobby of manlciud. 

Alas, must desecrute 
The cherished scenes 1 loved sn well. 

To make improvements crrjii. 
The well-known landiimrks an- ilcDiced: 

The native charms destriijml: 
iteboldiuK this, I turn awai. 

With sorrow unalloyed. 
1 bow in grief, btit must siihmit 

To Nature's stern rieerce. 
That time brings sadness m ihe In-art.- 

Of mortals such as we: 
But thOuKb the scenes u! >r>ri Iiiim- changed. 

And though 1 am berelt 
I thi^eal pleHsureii of the pux, 



Briuhl will] lni|)c. i.r dark with fetrV 

Would li<! hi (iHrk I'vil hour 

Fall befdri' llic ii'iiiplcr's power? 

No. a puardinii atij^ol nings 

His shadow o'it my lyi.v who siogl. 

In the midniiilil'ssilent hour. 
When llic -^lars llicir liiHucncepour. 
Thpii twain spirits of tlm <\ca(} 



I liin 



I h<;d. 



HlddiiiK rni- iinrlasp tin* form, 
Nestlt-d In rn\ Iwsdni wiirm: 
Death Im>Ui hiirli ujid lowly stin 
Must In- Hiril,!' iii> i»i\ wlin sin 



My br it- 



lit'^ 



Sarth -iiall kimn n>,< simii no mgre — 
Wearied liniij> and liintiwcd hrow — 
Life is |)n>siiijj 1111 nil' now. 
He, iJic housi'Iiold jiridr and Joj. 
SltK and >>lnK!i - t.lie happy boy! 
May tiiiH- brnsh wiili liuhtest winjcs. 
My dear Imy who sits and linn*'. 






KXTH.Vtr. 
One burnin^c Klancr from Helen's eywi; 
O what is power? o wlia» is fame? 
One o[ily a bnrdcn one bill a name; 
Far from my tlioii^tits he such hif[h strife: 
ContGntttd with a hiiniWe life I stand. 
And wlien npon Styx fiirthir shore 
Home by rlrcari Clm-on'- ready oar 
Departed from llii> life I stand 
And clasp my Ihtlm iiy llu' hand. 
I.^nmoved. lottethrr we'll awiiii 
The last deerers iil clinntreless fate. 
And sink toTananis, nr rise 
To high Elysium's Paradise. 



a c. miJ.' 



B rn: Dsbrftklh, Micu., Acrii. ai, 1857. 
For many vears this lad> lias beea organist In the M.F^ 
B Church of Emmetsburg. Inwa, where she now realdeK. ' 
she was married in IH76tnt'. V. Bliven. treasurer of the | 
Vmerlcan Investment Company of Emmetsburg. 
~ has one son, Bruce, born In lANi); und a daughter. Mau^ 
bom iu 1879, who has aiso written a number of poem's! - 
and is represented elsewhere in this worlf. 

TO MAUDE. 

Just one year old, my little girl. 

But you are my baby still: 
And will be till many monlh.i have passed, 

And a lady's plan* you nil. 



When t 
And 



1 1 



til weeks old I wrole you last, 
he wind blew strong and colder: 
Ijpr well I said that da.v. 
glad ynii were not older. 
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thought you as nice an nlcv could I 
As 1 would often ptiiider: 
Rut would J exchange my girl of to-day 
Kor that baby way back yonder? 

Abl no! for have I not seen her grow 

More enlightened every day: 
Some new fancy, a smile, a nod. 

All in her childish way!' 
To-day she creeps all o'er the room, 

And a few words tries to speak; 
Each word seems dearer to me now. 

Than a dozen will in a week. 




Here's success to ihe Rreal World's Fatr: 
To ibe Amertcun people wbo do and dare. 
Down to Posterity may we ever hear 
Tlie echoes sound blessed Ihe Columbian yeu 



Horn: Uukukield. SIich., Apkil 24. 1871). 
This iouhk lady is tlmdaiigblerorMrs, LillaC. Hllvi 

» is represented i;leswhcre in tlii«work. Miss Maude 
lias written 'julte a number of poems, which have ap- 
peared in the local [iress rif Iowa. She resides with her 
parents In Emmetsburir. I<iw;i, 



wn.\T monp;y wil'L do. 

SiltinK by lli.; (Ireside 

Aat a icirl butli young and fair. 
Thinking of one whose presence she lucked, 

Itut whose thnuffhts were always there. 

Of one who was a good young roan. 

Who was both kind and true, 
And one wlio loved this fair young maid, 

With all the tender love that's due. 



She thought of the days when Ibey played together, 1 

Out in the village green. 
Of the time when they were children. 

How plainly her thoughts were seen. 
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ItfiRN Plano, III., Apbil 4, 1861. 
t-KOM hii louth Mr Tripp hast been ao induHtriouH 
worker mill tlirtu loluroes now bear his name as au- 
thor [ eKelld^ of Lemars." "Ballad Blossoms" and 
n(i lilt Fireside and Other Poems." Hlseditorlal 
luffdii at Cedar Bapids, Iowa, where Tor seven 
inodlhs lie mild the ponltlon of asAiciate editor on th 
edar I. ^]»ld^ (.ossip a pubilcatinn devoted largely I 
al ritiiis Siihsnquently he was employed asedltoi 
he ^ I'^l litis Itdinbltr.al Quctn City. Texas, and 
rwnrd imaiiif ronnecled witli the Lpmars Leader. 
!(niirs I'lUd HavInK Kaincd murh valuable know- 
d„( fri Ml 111'- rxiierlence with Ihesr several publica- 
lioii \1r lrii)p determined to venture upon the sea of 
jciuni-ilisiii ft r liiiiiseir. and In fulflhnent of that rei 
lulioti 111 piiiiiM ed the Times, at Kinffslcy. Iowa, 
which ]in|ii I Ik is now editor and publisher as well 

rid jiublishir of the Pierson, Iowa Press. He 
has biLii d rn tgutnt rontrlbutor. in both prose and verse, 
idin^ literary periodicals, and his portrait 
jpixarKl in IiKfll and National Poets tit America.' 
Mr Iripps |K« in» give evidence of a versatile mind. ^ 
rant;iiif( from lint humor to tender pathoi^. He is also 
a composer of short stories, which have become exceed 
ingh popular in the Irical press. On August 26, 189U, 
Mr Tripp was married to Miss Isabelle M. Steele, uf 
KiDKslej. Iowa, and now has one daufthter. 

OPPORTUNITY, 
Day-dreaming in my chair I sit 
And watch dream-visions past me Hit: 
One, iKautirul,and fair, and grand. 
B«ckoos with airy, fairy hand, 
Tben smiles and points to Fortuue's gate, 
And bids me not procrastinate. 




Uatll at la#t she dieappeam. 

And I, with eyes bedlmmed v 

Awaken with a HUdden atari 

And cry. -Oh. tell me who tlioii art?" 

ThB answer made me sori'lv grievt', 

AllliiniKli siicli as wc oft ^eceivr^: 

■■The visiou that you chanced to see 

Was life's best opportunity: 

And this llN lesson, strive to learn, 

Nejrlected.it does not return." 

THE COTTAGE OV CONTENT. 
Blest is iliHl lieart. aye, more tlian doubly blest 
That Is mil torn and blowiinif wiili unrest, 
Bui (tlailly ihrulis until lis life is spent. 



porevi 



>itti 



I' of e 



■111. 



eottaj?'' briyhl and fair, 



forever 

It lets n«i Miin am1>llioti cnl.-r t)n>re. 
But is eiinienl witli eominim IhiURs allied — 
It wants lint weallli. nnr fame, nm- showy pride. 
It hath no eyes ut vice and lusl. tn see 
The Kraceless slnnlnns of mankind Unit be, 
Nor would it inlerchantta its Unvly lot 
For p'lwer, nor place, nor honors liasely (jot. 
Content it is to always be at home; 
It eareth not lor all the arts at Knnn>. 
Nor all th" slirhts that anywhere are fnund: 
Its eoitaif home i> eonsecraled ((''""nd. 
From cari' nuljnown. from revelry iind strife, 
it hath a peaceful and a pleasant life: 
For 'neath the vine-clad bowers of eoutetit 
Its golden moments are divinely spent. 
Then say we once again, that heart is bleat 
Tbat Is not torn and bleeding with unreat, 
But gladly llveth till Its life is spent 

jiiaceful ^ttagei)f^0DMnti._ 




Sliall we niHkc It pure mid splendid 

With lovt'* hriprlit and holy Are"/ 
Shall its (lays be darkly blended 

With tliy cloudji ol' Imte and ire? 
Shall tills roretimi' bi' a lever. 

That will topplf cviTs thronei' 
Though the iiasi hatli Med forever. 

Yet the fiUure Is imi' own. 



SUNSET. 
In the wondrouN wi-si iiri I he iM-ean's breast 

Lies the nun upuu the deep. 
While the fair Itjtht dies from the crimson shivs 

.Vb he »lowl}' sinks to sleep. 
And the dreiimy hnze of his crimson blaze 

Goes out of the sumtiier air: 
And over the flift my ranpies drift 

Til a clime without a care. 



Be iieemed Ki shrink from the very brink 

Of the dim horlnoirft line- 
Out and away (iit 1 he edue of day 

To a land thiit Is divine. 
He glided with Ix'itms of golden atreiims 

The mountains upon the right, 
And then old time with a love sublime 







In early youth whuo Learning's tmtfa 

In rays upon me gleamed, 
1 read your lays, and through glad days 

Of your renown I dreamed. 
Twas ei-(! your worth had spanned the esrth, 

Kre Fame had decked your brow; 
Ere fortune's gold was yours to hold. 

And thus I see you now. 
Onsung, unknown, a young man thrown 

Upon old mother earth. 
To light his wiiy lo that fair day 

When fame shall see his worth. 
Tou were my guide, and early pride, 

My secret, inner dream: 
And when you've trod th<- lialls of QoA, 

So shall you ever seem. 
Could I indite what yon would write, 
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.uld <■ 
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your 



In one gjund blaze of deathless lays. 

And offer you llieir fame. 
For you hMvv thrown at me unknown 

.So many perfect things: 
Tliat I would crown you witli renown. 

Oh. Poet-Ktiig of Kings: 

A LOVB LYRIC. 
In meadows bright with violets. 

And spring's fair cliildren of the sun. 
With all that love and youth begets 

We romp, and play, and laugh, and nut. 
The crocus with a face of snow 

We oft diso4iver as a prlxe: 
Love blushes in her cheeks. I know, 

And blossoms In her eyes. 
Tile song birds twitter as we pass 

From bud to blossom, glad and free; 
1 angel-hearted lass. 



Hoiin: Near Victor, Iowa, April I, Jisw*. 
Mr. Osi-rum is part owner of The Criterion, puiil 
a\ Paiibiiry. Iowa. His poems have appcarciJ ii 
Housekeeper and the local press. 

^ \ EEVERY. 

I Hi[i aloiiu lu the gloom. 

M,v thoughts my companion!* are — 
lMyll({hl fades all too soon: 

^[umIJry brings from far 
Thf fucus of friends I know: 

I hnac their i^lad voices time 
As in days of long ago. 
I :iiii again a little lad 

lleside my mother's knee: 
My life ia bright and glad — 

I list to the lullaby 
She sings in the even-time — 
Once more as of old I'm clad. 

.\ucl fish with pin-hook nrid liiii'. 
Willi old j(iys the face wili iwjuii 

Willie in Memory's ijowers - 

lint the Past is soon lived o'er 
And I see dim Future's stream; 

Tlie Future, unlilte the Past. 
Hefiines its secrets to yield: 

Its siiores are dim — mists arc massed 
• >'er It as o'er a lowland fleid 

Before the red sun doth rise: 
'TlB but a dim outline v 

Our views of Future compri^ 




Till SpfiiiK HhaTTcome anrl roake him so. 

And i^lvc the scuptre from his hand. 
The wiiKl blows chill from east and Dorth, 
And Kiimmona the howllDg blizzard forth, 
To make one feel as he eits by the Are 
A siinsc nf roinfort- a warm desire 
Thni nil inlKlit bf chi<crfut, happv and bright 
Around tln'lr <iwn hearth on a stormy night. 



The 
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The air -n rnld is maiic more warm; 
Chiidi'i'ci ii'ilsy. l;iLit.'hin(( und ^ay, 
Toss ihv wliiii' Kiinw it) merry play; 
Horses iiiiil caMlr Hri' siiu|; in the barn, 
Newly ri'iiMlri'il ami made cosy and warm; 
Rnbsl('d> ail' used oii the frozen roads 
111 haiilirik.' t'l lown the farmers loads. 

The da.^■. :iri' short, tlii: nitthts are long — 
From wiiiidliiiiil t>(mii>s oi' bird's sweel iong; 
Sonfi birds t'l I lie Mnith in Ibe fall had nown 
To Hmi for |heiiiM>ln>' :i wjinii wintL-r home. 
Only the black erow.aiid the owl, and the Jay, 
The snow-bird itiid ebicliadee lively and gay: 
The prairie hen, quail, luid a few sparrows are 
All that rnmain to eat Winter's cold fare. 

The trees with their branches leafless and bare, 
Shiver in the blasts of cold night air, 
Which blow from the north with sullen roar. 
Whistling at the keyhole of our door 
In a spirit of noisy boisterous play. 
Before they depart on their southern way. 

THE WOOD THRUSH'S NEST. 
The other day I took a stroll 

Along the creek among the trees, 
And beard a thrush pour forth Its soul 

Id sweet enchanting melodies. 
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Wbo Itfts her bead with a smile 'on ber f&oe 
When the danger o( the sturm is past: 

The oaky strength of whose spirit is faith; 
That can sU storms out-last. 

Give rac the Iw.v and the girl whose minds 

Are lit with ambition to rise. 
To do something tto" Hi for their race and their God — 

Who seeks not fur the earth, but for heaven; 

Whose alTection!^ flow pure as the waters of life. 
And whosf lonKue apeaks truth in iheir eyes. 

Give me the elilld that la childish in all 

Of Its kind and loving ways; 
Around auch a one gruupa of angels I see 

Through the nibts of a mystical maze: 
The pert and precocious belong to tin- world. 

And tin- world shall consume all ihelr days. 



Give mo Ilie lau|.'h ;ind the smile that proclaim 
A heart strung ;ind faithful behind: 

The man ;iiid woman with hand nl cc.mniiii.d 
The wdnnds ol' misfortune to bind; 

Who IIikI tuil tln'ir principal cauf^e for delight 
In the irnnhlcs and griefs of their kind. 

Give nir ilie mini, why forgiving though wronged, 
With nil malice no man will pursue: 

The fair-minded foe who haa honor ejiough 
To givu even the devil his due- 

The man Is high who la true to his trust 
And thi' judge who to justice is true. 

And the man who Is honest to all In all thinga 
And litrung to make honor his guide; 

The woman who's loyal to virtue and love 
And who's "Held-' is her iiwn Hroslde — 

Oh these are the poojiic liod loves, and I love, 
f T*% i tWi S i r 'Jlf'"VlM "Ji E!j.? * ^ whole wQ i 




Born: Bbllmont Co., Ohio. 
This poei is ihe au,ihor of a volume of poems eatitledT^ 
fieullura, publJslied'ln 1892, She has wrllten over one 
thousand poemu and is still engaged in literary work. 
Her letters o( travel have tlso received extensive pub- 
lication. She is the editor of the Democrat. Shernmn, 
Tesas, her sons tieing the proprietors. Mrs. McPherson 
is a member of the Texas Press Association, and is also 
Post Mistress of Sherman. She has material for three 
volumes of prose ready for publication. 

DKS MOIKES- QUEEN OP THE WEST. 

Queen of the west, thy waters glide 

la dlmlesa beauty on! 
Though from thy brink the red man's foot 

Is now forever gone: 
His light canoe no longer cleaves 

A passage through thy lapsing tide. 
And wielded by his brawny arm, 

His oar DO more thy waves divide. 

No more his music, wild and coarse, 

Breaks o'er thy dimpled breast; 
No more his visage darkc and strange. 

Is mirrored on each shining crest. 
And (or the war-hoop now is heard 

The hum of life, the busy din, 
The tramping of ten thousand feet, 

The village aisles within. 

The wild deer, too, has Red the scene. 

And with its spotted fawn, 
Beyond the murmuring of thy waves, 

And verdant meads have gone — 
Beyond the hurter's hound and horn. 
■ found a safe retreat, 



The poeiuH of this lady have Tor many years appeared 
) some of the leading publications of America. Slin i> 
rppnsenled in that valuable collection entitled Woman 
in Sacred Song. A few of tbeptiemsof Mrs. Ferris have 

1 set to music, and have become very popular. Shi 

ow H resident of Dyersviile. Iowa. 

DIVINE LOVK. 
There is a peace supremely pure, 

\ love that's lioly rest: 
A sov'reign balm, !i ttrai^ious cure. 

Where souls are free tinil blest. 

There Is a trust tliat Rives us room. 

.V faith tliat makes us whole: 
Thai glorifliis earth's darkest K'oom 

.\ud heals the sin-sick sniil. 

FaltU with Its wealth comes none to soon, 

Too late it is our loss: 
'Tls best ;it morning and at uoon. 

Without it life i-s dross. 



INVOCATION. 
O Thou, the everlasting one, 
Hallow'd thy name. -Thy will be done," 
From earth below and hosts alwve, 
lie praise to thy redeeming love. 

"Tift to this love we make appeal, 
Tls thine to pardon, tliine to heal. 
Pour on our souls a fount of light. 
And make conviction keenly bright. 

The spirit with unuttered groan. 

W»rtB our faint cry to Thy great tbroae; 



' Fear Dot, for I am wifli uni still. " 

Then let our faith its Joy prodalin, 
Glory to ImmaDueru name! 
lilor.v to Christ of CalVry's fame'. 
Glory for all, a Savior rame. 

TWfLlfJHT. 
fallowed Scawiii nf ri'sti Heaiillfiil h'ltir. 
I'hou llirlUi'M my «iiil with niHplc'al iM.nt-r. 
iiiklfii'o the hiHUl of citi-li swifl THis^ijifi itKimriit: 
I'torliiiisjy h('l|)fiil i.s the hopi'. Ihou liii.-.i Icnl. 
rWlili Ihy I'm- lia II Milk' giiici cari' taki>s it- lUtrlit, 
y.\nd (.•iiiinnmitiiii iH-cdnu's n holy rtplijrht. 

Jneliclous iwllltflii: Hud's eltiKiint hiirh-iTni I 
iSupi-rlily tiraiitl uith the ll|;Iit of fiidliiK dny. 
IJVhilecl'iry viHl'il with cloiidN.KTniii^' like I'lirtalDs high, 
piichiy draiM' ihr plciiirr;. oil the cviriliiK sky; 
V bill ask this one trcaNurnd boon 'if iijjss, 
IT life's close itiw nie tiUiry liki> uniu this. 

A COMFOUTABLE rH(ir(iHT. 
1 may Tint rise to thouKlit'.s .sii hli riii-s! Iicinhts. 
r take my (ill of life's suprrnn-sl riiriiis. 
r Uro] thi' heart tlirohblriKs liirijiT wmls liavc felt. 
I' kneel at rich altar> where kliii:s 1iiiv<! kncU: 
ii:tu slnj{ far sweeter songs than ilir> havii sung. 
n- Lnvi' strlkos chords deeper llnin Kami- has rung; 
3.\rid gives |jcr.sonality to life's preeiiins irlf*'. 
|\riil lines the clouds with gold iietwi^en tlie rifts. 
■ ventures all, but Fame will not surrender 
iiiircli for affection sweetly Ifuder 
etidiirlng — while Love is rnre forever — 
it« imre. exquisite light dims never - 
ear Love: Miy love is my superl. treasure. 
Vnd its lirlghtneKs nils my hours wlili pleasure. 
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Bohn: Eaolr Point, III., Junk ", ]>^'<± 
Undkk the Dom de plume of Mildred MtTlu tlie inium> 
«f this lady have appeared in Wonians Work, "riu- 
Christian PreGs, and tiumeroiiti otlier newspapers and 
magBKineK. She was married in 1874 to H. I.. Mtapley. 
and resides with her husband at Beltnotid, iowa. The 
poems of this lady have been hiKhly praised by the 
preHFi and puhllr. 

NATURES CAHPKT. 
Heaven's blue vault is the i-eilinK 

or a room large, airy, and Rrand; 
Its manifold btiautles admiring, 

On a velvet carpet 1 stand; 
Its elegant tapestry woven 

By Nature's Mkilltiil band. 
Dark, richest green is the groundwork, 

While scattered o'er each fair fold. 
Its spacious surface bedeckinK. 

Are leaves in numbers unUiiil. 
Wearing the bright hues of autumn, 

Mottled with scarlet and gold. 
Varied with amber uud russet. 

Mingled with matchless care: 
In stately palace or temple 

Never watt carpet more fair. 
Thau this of Nature's own weaving. 

In her temple of air. 

MY BLOSSOM. 
Just two years ago our darling died: 
Our little lamb, our ticasurud pride- 
Just two years aiio Ihii lH.-aur.itul Ma; 



eS^l 




lOjf 



^■<fSi 



Thoujth mriy riiws were bursting bloom 
When Ihe.v bore her away to the aitenl Uimb — 
Herself a rosebud more sweet and fair, 
Unfolding Its petals in heaveq's pure air. 

With putlencf we'll await some sweet spring dai 
When One mort fair than Ihe Rowers will Nwy. 
With joy take tiiy beautiful blossom: for se<-: 
All thesi' years I have Ireasnred It for thee: 

THE KURUET-ME-NOT. 
For years within a secluded spot 
Have I treasured a sprig <if forget-me-not; 
It has >i story, this blossom blue: 
l>h. yes: with pleasure I'll tell it to you. 
Twas sent me in girlhood's sunny day — 
Many years sinee havi- passed away — 
I(y one who is more than life to me, 
Wlii»ie love, is deep as th« fatbomtess spa. 
And whiise pathway In life Is by my aide: 
'Twas before I became his cherished bride. 
Wliile larl^■ui^hill^.' .i[i ;i bed of pain. 
FrrpTLi whieh be mighl never rise again, 
lie sent nie this Honor of azure hue. 
In token of lovt-, strong, deep and true: 
Thinking that il perhaps might be 
His last fund gift on earili lo me. 
Ilut thanks to Him whotie loving care, 
Saw lit luy tlarllTig'n life to spare. 
In His love and each other's we're truly blest. 
As we journey toward the land of rest. 
So the enibleni Ive cherished for many years — 
Years of juy and sorrow, hopes and fearsi 
Vet, in glancing backward o'er the past, 
Nearly all !«eems sunshine - but few cloudu ciut 
r my mem'ry n sombre hue, 
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BoRit; Wkbstkii, Iowa, Sei- l , 30, 1862. 
At the age of elgtiteea Mr, Holland entered Nrnlfii 
Normal and Scientiflc School at Wilton, Iowa, nliuir 
he remained quiteawliileaKstudentand teacher. Laicr 
?. taught in public school, and inthe Business CollcRi' 
St Clinton, Iowa, His poems have appeared in the N. 
W. Christian Advocate and other publicatloDs. Mr. Hol- 
land is at present a comroerclal traveler for 
i^taolesBle house. 

TRUST. 
As home we plod at close of day, 

Through thick; mints dark and drear, 
When homely comforts are not seen, 

Altho' we know theiu near: 
When vision does not pierce l>eyond 

The narrow path we tread. 
We still press on, content that yet 

We sec one stf p ahead. 
So we trust God, Full oft it seems 

His ways arc wrapt in gloom; 
Full oft wc see no way of 'scape 

From some impending doom. 
Yet we pass quietly, without fear. 

Through ways Ho bids us tread, 
Trusting that He will ever malce 

Clear the one Ktep ahead. 

AN AWAKRNINIi. 
On Easter eve a weary toiler nouhIii 

To drown in sleep the burdens of Llm da.v 
Night to his spirit blest oblivion brought. 

Day's strife and turmoil all win- ?wept a 

■ sirif.- 



Slet^piiiK, he dreamed; umu '» paltry stir was stlUet 

A blefiscd silence hovered o'er the earth: ^ i^^" "it 

A riiiitful iteace his troubled spirit fllled, 'fer'v'^ 

I'lilieard the sounds of pleatturi's seDSUOue mirth. 

The risen Christ looked down upon nur world: 
Wliere'er lie na/ed beheld liis mighty powerl 

Tbc thiiiKs of sense and passion all are hurled 
Back into shadow In that fatal liuur. 

A sanctity earth never saw before, 

A (;)ury niortiils ne'er before had blest. 
A heavenward tiirnintc of all life, and o'er 

All things the presence of the unRel Rest. 

He rose at morn, but cm his 'wakened sight 

Tbere broke a kI'>0' wondnius strange and new: y 

Wrapt In the halo of tbe dawning light 

Earth lay befont him, bathed in gliatenln? dew 

Unto the toil which yester nigbt he spumed 
With weary bands and doubly wearied heart. 

His face, nu more unwilling, now is turned; 
With lifted I'vi's he welcomes now his part. 
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Born: South Berwick, Me., Dec. IS, 1846. 
In her youth this lady tauglit school and In J873gradi^ 
uated from tbe Woman's *Hospltal Medical Collef 
.She is very fund of music, and has played the seraphine 
many times In public. Besides her many poems, Mrs.) 
Hancock has written numerous sketches, tales and es-J 
says which have appeared in ditferent publications. J 
She was married in 1881 to Mr. Ellrry M. Hancock. h»^ 
Jiters, and now usldes ip WaukonJ 




And thi-y know not how if> wo*t. 

Caro nut lovi^ in dt'ath. 
Yrt the (lid world mips the new, 

As the wisi' man aaltti. 



LILIES. 
Out whert llie silent willows 

Stand in the sunny glow. 
Their braiiehcs almost trailing 

I>own to tbe grass below, 
Over the fence and over 
A field of fratci'^i't clover. 
And then a smooth jtreen hollow 

Where lawny lilies [{row. 

Careless Held lllle^i swInKinii 
Each on its oleader stem. 

And He who guidex the natiooH 
Can pause to notice them. 

Oh, doubting soul and fearful. 

or thee, too, Ht is farelul; 

Cau^it ihou not trust Hi;) promlw 




Bokn: Lockport, N. \ .. May >■. I>41. 

VtiK many years this lady taught kcIiih<1. Htid wtiii Diar- 

r'wd in 1R81 to H. Widner, with whom slu- resides in ' 

ux City, Iowa. Her poems hsivr ii]i|jcitrcd in the 

ioux City Daily Journal and tbi- li-inliiii: piiblicatioQa. 






KCHOKS. 
Oh rami anil far lli<- i'i'liiii'-> ii 
\rv. (loathiK down tlw rlvi-r: 
FroniclilT and nn-ii i li,.y slill 
Like Itoatiiitr dreams r-n-M- 
Sweet soii^H W(t heard in chilr 
Come ([eiitly st*'aliiiir o'er iis: 
Whilp rrick-fts chir]. ;iiid wild iirt-s hum, 
fill up the drowsy eliuru-. 
We hear, down p;ilhs ol' ■■l.iiiii; Alto," 
Familiar ^(>olHte1)^ fiilMuir: 
And through the iriiTfieritit; shade-; uf evp. 
Home voii-i's -oirlv callint;. 
O tender voieesl hilslnd Inrm sliiee. 
Or lo.st In us Inrever. 
Kind iiieniMi echoes haek ymir tones. 
Across Tim's raiiid river. 
But vain to scan the ^'o!.l..rl iciisis 
That hide yonr radi:U)l riiees- 
Wo cannot roafli. willi earlli'.- dim Mgixl. 
Tho-se hiK'i and hi'HVi>ril> iilaee>. 
Yet while l)i 
Shines o'er Ii 
We follow, follow at yrnir eall. 
Even throuxh death's eooliiitr sliadows. 
And when angelK hands unfold 
The "Pearly Gates' of Heaven. 
In living words, not echoes, shall 
'jm "WfllfitJUje Homt" bu glvea, 



■veiiiiii; slai' ot' InilH' 
s dark'niiiv meadows. 






Born: MABbHALLTOWN, Iowa, P"kii. 2i. 1851). 
■H the exception of iwn years in thi> West, tJiu life 
of Mr. Gourluy lias tieen passed in Iiih riiitive statu. 
lEfeourtB tbe Miisex Tor the Hatisraction afforded, and bf^t 
Is the author nf several creditable poems. 

ONE EWE LAMB. 
I call or (lark-w lilted uiiK<'l-a rorm so still and cold: 
^Her onepooreweliiiiilniikin to increane the upper fold. 
"Oli.yeKreat Kiiinhiitiianiiiil, rdllioiKilitenoughyehad, 
My dove, wiy uwn. iniiii.- luily. litil iioi- 1 "your millions add: 
'TIS cruel, criU'l.crufl t'. tlnis on ih\ heart fall. 
This one amfnij,' tliy many, to nif was mine, my all." 
This one ammiK thy miiny. to me was mine, my all." 



"t Ine lirinclit in nanof n t> sliininn.in silver.ueuiii and jtold - 
In anftel anus reclininf,', licr darling did behold — 
"Oh, poor heart-l>n>k-eii iimtlii-r, thy sorrow issoKreai. ^ 
I bring thoe l>ack thy mutlitin, from out the golden pate:" 
Resp<)nslve to lur ycHrniiitt ontstrptched her darlinK'v' 

Th<;n turned a(;ain in lonttiuK toaiiKeramysliucliarnm. 
Then turni'd ai;Hin in lontcing to antiel's mystic char 




Born: Okkida, III,, July 31, 1832. 
Aftkr attendiDK the college at WheatoD, Illinois, Mr 
ferris entered the ministry. He haa Slled paoturalo^ 
;il Walaga, Prospect Park and Chicago, and Is now pH^ 
mr of the Congregational church at Cherokee, Iow;i 
This ){et)tletnan has written many tine poemit which 
have appeared from lime to time In the Chlcaiio Inter- { 
ik-ean and cither leading publications. Hehasafamil) 
lit two children. Marv and Hattle. born In lS84and 1881 
rcspectivel.v. 

THE SONG MY MOTHER SAHG. 
All the world's been tilled with music. 

Sweetest music from the time 
When Tubal-Caln of ancient story, 

KaKhloned out of crudest metal. 
Instruments for coming glory. 

And the world has grown the better 
Since ihose days of ancient music. 

Muslcy why the stars e'en sang together— 

Sang with gladness and aurprfse, 
At creation's early morning, 

'Ere man fell In paradise; 
And earth's pilgrims have been sfngiog 

Songs of triumph and of tears. 
And the world has grown the purer, 

For the singing of these years. 

But of all the music here on earth 

Which heart or harp hath given birtfa, 

Whether ft sang of peace or war. 
Of love, or hate. I long more for 

The dear old songs by the cottage door. 



Th(- vnik's rny rnr.tli.T muiu. 

Y,-,. i'\t- livuril III.' l'iijii;i iK.iiiiJi- 

SluK Menrii'ls-.i.lii]. Mo7jiri. Hi-i-lliovei 
And liavc lioiiril ilii' i-l liin: Hi'iUshuj 

Shdiil iiliiiifl ilii'ir liUui ii|i{ji'i>viil 
Till it. Rconii'd tlii' vit.v arclics niiif. 

but iihovt' il nil I I'iill t>i mine] 
The viiii-L' 1 liciird in auld laii)f syne, 

Anti thi' .-■(iKus my nioihiir shiii;. 
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BoKs: Hammond. S.Y., Auo. IS. 1831. 
Ths subject of this sketch is the ediior and publisbei 
of the Mllford Mail, of Mlirord.Iowa, where he resides 
with his wife and family. He haswrltteiiquiteanuin- 
ii ber of poems on popular subjects, which have appeaiy 
from time to time in the periodical press. 

OUB CAVALRY. 

This famous band, our Nation's, pride, 
And Liherly's, fair Liberty's, 

How baldly to the strife they ride 
For victoryl (he world can see. 

The Goddess proudly waves her hand 

To waft the praise to every land 

Of this heroic veteran band 

Of Cavalry, brave Cavalry. 

Un Battle Field oach gallant sou 

Of Liberty, fair Liberty, 
A pair of goldeu spurs has won 

In victory, by Kallanlry. 
The world sliall sintc tlieir deeds of fume 
Which every Lyric will proclaim 
And thus iui mortal i7.e the name 

Of Cavalry. (Hir Cavalry. 



With carbines sluntt and sabres drawn 
For Liberty, fair Liberty. 

Brave Sheridan has led them on 
To victory so valiantly. 

The rebel Early's noted band 

la scattered far through " Dixie's land "■ 

"The Chivalry ' could not withstand 
Out Cavalry, brave Cavalry. 





Th* Shenandoah Valle.v rang 

Fnr Liberty, sweet Liberty. 
When every valiant trooper eaoK 

or victory, with mirth and glee. 
And North and South, both far and near, 
This Joyous song now greets our ear— 
A Nation's voice Is raised to cheer 
Our Cavalry, bravi' Cavalry. 



YOKK, Ji'NK le. 1847. 
, This lady was married in Ism to J. C, McBrlde. and i 
w resides in Manchester. Iowa. Her poems have ap- 9 
I peared In the ChicUKo Inter-Ocean. Woman's Standard. T 

and the periodical pres^ generally, Mrs. McBride isn< 
J engaged nn a nov-l. wliii-h she hopes soon to publish. 

FADED ROSEBUDS. 

' .\ bunch of nisebuds faded and sere; 
They were gathered for mu by hands so dear^ 
They were gathered at morn, with dew on them shining, 

(And sent in n letter with love for a lining. 

r "Tis your eighteenth blrtliday. the letter said, 
■And I send yon this bunch of rosebuds red: 
They were gathered at morn, with dew on them shining, 
.\ndl8end them toyoii.my love 'round them twining." ^ 

I received them at twilight, so fresh and so bright, 
fiB*A^ .\nd I wished I might kiss the sender good-night. 
K^'^W '''hey were gathered at morn, with dew on them shining. 
_..-/ ntl ^„j| gguj ^^ ^ letter with love for a lining. 

<^\ 

VUut now they are withered, their fragrance has fled; 

iN^r^NThe dear one who sent them now sleeps with the dead. 
,-.. -i They were gatliered at. morn, with dew 



were gatliered a 
I dear motlier 



them shining, 

ent them, her love 'round them 




Born; Et-oin. III., Nov. 

This writer Is the son at Mrs. Allaoson, a poetess wlin 
is elsewhere represented in thisworli. He attended tlii" 
Iowa business college of Dea Moines and there received 
a prize. His poems have appeared in the periodical 
press generally, and he bids fair to become well known 
in the literarj' world. 

DRIFTING. 
As we drift away on the waves of Time. 
Fond memory whispers u low sad rhyme; 
For the days that onco were bright and gay 
Like the (lowers of spring have faded away. 

There's a tiower of love, where a fountain plays 
In the liquid light of the moon's soft rays. 
And music floats on the clear still air, 
Hjke tilt low. sweet tones of an infant's prayer. 

There's a whisiwring grove oo a Southern lea, 
Where the mockiug bird sings to the murmuring sea. 
.\nd the beauty of Ts'ature so graod and sublime 

Thrills the aching heart like a mystical rhyme. 



Bright days that have passed on this . 
iThey will never, never come back to n 
b'or this beautiful sea Is thR sea of Time, 
nd Its waves sweep ou with a surge sublime. 

And we frail barques, drift to and fro 

On the breakers of fate with the ebb and flow, 

Till the twilight falls on the Gates A]ar 

And we see the light of life's evening star. 

'Tis the last grand flnalu; yet the bell's solemn toll 

Harks the break^f oternitv's dawn o'er the soul. 
«5— - ' 
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Born: Chebbt Valley, K . Y., July 21, 1830. 
This lady was married at the age of twenty-two to 
George AllansoD. Her poems have appeared lavariouK 1 
magBzlnes and tbe local press generally. Mrs. Allanson 
Is the mother o( a very interesting family; her son- 
Edward, hau gained quite a local reputation as a poet, 
and he Is represented In this work. Mrs. Allanson will 
publish a volume of her poems in the near future. Shp 
is now a resident of Anita, Iowa. 

THE THREAD OF GOLD. 
Faded and worn, and out of date. 

In fickle fashion's phrase. 
Though once the prido of rich and great 

In manhcod's palmy days: 
Now thrown a.side in a ghostly place, 

To battle with moth and mold- 
Yet through the screen c( dust I trace 

The glcaminK threads of gold. 
We may not keep the tattered part, 

Revive the faded hue; 
But with the treasures of the heart 

This thought were sacred, too: 
That through the mist of coming years, 

When time grows sere and old. 
Our deeds shall shine through strife and cares. 
Like gleaming threads of gold: 

And whisper of a better day, 

When truth, the shining thread- 
When every charm has passed away 
And every sense Is dead — 

Will live — and like a cast-off vest, 
Faded and worn and old, 

We're laid Id somber gloom to rest, 

^JWlll gleam like threads of gold. 
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jym, 

Above death's silent sleep, 
The thought that may not be forgot, 

Though friends forget to weepi 
That though we faltered In the flgbt. 

Where fiery billows rolled, 
Our heart's frail vesture ettil was bright 

With truths of gleaming gold. 

■3. J3. PSaiKS, 

Bobn: Charlesto», Maise, June Z3. 1848. 

E poems of Mr. Peaks occasinnalt.v appear in the lo- 

ai press. He was married in IWJH loMlasM^gle 

tereer, and has two children, Mr, Peaks resides In 

^ Greene, where he is engaged In the hardware business. 

FRIENDSHIP. LOVE ASD TRUTH. 
Friendship is the bond that binds us here, 
As we travel through this earthly sphere; 
It links us closer day by day, 
And gives of light a heavenly ray; 
It is the God-given bond and seal 
Our heavenly father did reveal 
To the pair be placed in Eden's bowers, 
^idst golden fruit and blooming flowers. 
And we as creatures of time and space 
Consider it a bond of grace 
To link with each and every act. 
And to hold with friendship our works inUiot. 
We designate our brother here 
4jid bold him with a tie most dear: 
With a collar pure as heaven's white. 
And lead him onward to the tight. 
The fulfllltog of the law we see to love: 
It* emanates from God above; 
n* Ufht from beyond shloet tbrougta lb* Tril, 
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Thus the •■(■arlfl di.'uree is won 
As (hrougli till' courat! i>f lectures run, 
The tcacliitiKa tif the Holy Word 
Our souls within us liHve been stirred. 
And we spem In livp miy lives again 
As wc piny the pwrt nf the Samaritan, 
And lift dur hearts lo Him above 
And pray lor [■■rloiid-ihip, Truth and Love. 
ThHt frieiiflshiii which liflr a brother up 
And keeps him Uom llic Icmpttng cup; 
That truth which -trciiifibcns the Tery booI 
And stanfi- whilr i-lrrnnl aRes roll- 
Antl O. that love I'or all mHnkind 
May we in each hosum (ind. 
That reaches t^i the paradise 
.. T^at U promised by CJ^riat'a a^ujrlfloe- 



On December thirteenth In Blzty-two 
They fought mid would not' field, ' 

Till night her isom be r mantle spresd. 
Over the battle field. 

Before that fatal wall ot stone, 

Our hero did not fall alone. 



Among the dying and the dead, 

Our soldiur boy is there, 
Ando'tir hU snuwy brow there falls 

The curls of matted hair. 
His thoughts are roaming far away, 
With one who taught his lips to pray. 




O, could he sr.c that mother now, 
And hear her speak and say 

The kind words (itt repeated when 
He was a phjld at play. 

O, that her hand this night might bring 

A cooling draught from yonder spring. 

With DO kind hand to soothe his pain, 

Ki> lips to whisper cheer. 
With pull' stars watching over head, 

Our soiditT bi.<y lies here. 
And thus Ills spirit went to God, 
From his low bed on the cold sod. 



No slab of marble marks the spot 

Where our brave hero lies, 
Tho' to the world he if unknown. 

His record's in the skies. 
And God will crown him with the brsTa, 
Who nobly fell their land to save. 



Bokn: GKNEeKB Co., N.Y., Juke 12, 1631. 
Mttg. Lindsay bas written both proee and verse. Vvhinli _^ 
have been published in the Western Rural. Gieason's 
Literary Companion, and local publications gctnTa.! 
She now resides in Ames, Iowa, with her famlb. 

IN THE OLD WILDWOOD. 
I rove once again through the old wlldwood. 
Where ofi I roved in happy childhood: 
The trees are as jfreen, the birds sing as sweel. 
The river still murmurs its aonR at my fwt. 

L lean o'er the stream, the (ace 1 see iheri^ 
Hath graver grown and is much less Tair. 
Than the one its mirror used to iihon. 
When 1 leaned o'er Ita brink in the long aga. 

The hair that was brown is silvery now. 
There are lines of care on the once smoulli brow, 
The once bright eyes have been dimmed wiih iwir 
AD show the signs of the passing years. 

1 turn away to a cool shady noo);. 
And scan the pages ot memory's book; 
As I turn the leaves on each page I see 
The faces of those once so dear to me. 

The brother and sister who went long ago. 
To be clothed in garments whiter than snow: 
The mother who long since laid ber down. 
And went to Heaven to wear a crown. 

The father hath crossed to the Golden Shore, 

meet with the loved ones gone before: 
But few of that little band remain — 



But a routtiful band comes trooping bf, 
I leave mf Dook with a smile and a slgb^ 
A sigh for the friends my heart holds dear. 
A smite for the friends that greet me here. 

I Join their ranlis, 1 bid farewell 

To shady nook and flowery del!, 

To the grand old trees with their braDChlog I 

That once for me had a thousand charms. 

With morrow's dawn 111 be far away 

From the sconrs where I in youth did stray; 

And years will pa^^ of joy or pain, 

E're I view the«e well-loved scenes again. 



Burn: Delhi. to-\VA, Feb. 8, 1853. 
iNvB 1C7I the iKicniM of this lady have appeared In the £ 
lubuiiiie ncwspjipers. tht' Housekeeper, and the local T 
press geni'rally. She was married In 1882 to Charles H. j; 
man, and still reside? In her native place. 



SiEEKISG A SIGN. 
Oh red, red ruse! The warm glow fo your heart 
Is deep and rich to-day: your perfume sweet. 
As when on Sharon's plains the Asian sun 
Wooed you to beiuB when tlie world was young. 

Oh royal lllieal you are with us now, 
Stainless and spotless in your purity, 
.Vs when you ^rew around Jerusalem, 
And then in your pale splendor did outshine 
The glory of Judea's proudest king. 
Oh purple heartsease, with your bended betds, 
_The fihadow^gstlng gfcyour faceg sweet, 
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The gates were ahul on Edeo; for 70a wMr 
Tbe patient look oF one who always vaits. 
And though you never see the Presence that 
Was wont to walk the garden at the husb 
Of night-fall, yet I know you always watch 
The dusky silence — faithful, fond and true. 

fair and fragile Howers, whose fleeting bloom 
Dies in an hour, but whose sweet history 
Beaches behind the history of .nations! 
You. who are ao peerless and so perfect. 
And who are, methinks, the only tarthly thing 
On which no curse haa fallen, do you know 
With what fond love, and brooding tenderness. 
A troubled world has loved you? Let us look, 

1 pray, deep in your tinted chalices, 
Seekitij^ tlierein a pledge divine, that when 
Tbe low, green grasses grow "tween us and yoa, / 
We shall find upon the unknown heavenly 
Hills the deathless bloom of immortelles. 

nms,. MAY €. M/aKiKs. 

Burn: Bainbridoe, Ohio, Oct. 2, 1S42. 
This lady taught school successfully for eii^hteen terms - 
nine in her native state and nine In Illinois. She wat 
married In WiS to Dr. A. Hanks, with whom she 
lives in Indianapolis, Iowa. Having abundant leisure 
foi" self-culture, Mrs. Hanks devoted much of her time J? 
to music. In 1882 she undertook the Chautauqua liteiy 
ary and acientilic course, and four years later receivem 
a diploma. She then commenced her literary career,^ 
whlcb has been highly satisfactory. Her poems havei 
generally appeared under the nom de plume of U 




Born: FayEite Co., Isu.. Are. 29. 1856. 
f In 1881 Mr. Stephen began teaRhiriK Id Iowa, and thrcf 
f years later he graduated from college. Since tben Iv 
has taught in several states aod now resides In Glen- 
wood. Iowa. Hg Is the autlior of a song, Delia of thi' 
Old Muddy Vale, which was published in sheet music 
ill iHM, anrt Is becoming very popular. 

WAHAGHBONSY VALE. 
Southward now the birds are flying. 
Winds throut^h leafless trees are sighing, 
On the ground dead leaves are lying. 

In the grove, o'er liU) and dale: 
And wild flowers have ceased their blooming, 
And tame ones have gone to rooming. 
There to lessen winter's glooming. 

In the Wahaghbonsy vale. 
Some will bear the cattle lowing. 
When the clouds and winds are showing 
Signs of storm, then the snowing, 

If not rain, or sleet, or hall. 
When the sun gives us less shtnlag, 
Veiled by clouds of silver lining. 
Then some heart may be repining 

In the Wahaghbonsy vale. 
Oh, how well we all remember, 
That the winds of bleak November 
Colder grow into December, 

And how cold each wintry gale; 
When on trees the snow Is clinging. 
And the house doors creak In swinging, 
And within we hear sweet singing 

In the Wahaghbonsy vale. 
And t'he songs so sweet and cheery, 
Y friends that grow not woaiy 



in the hours that~would be dreary, 
Gives us hope thai tiiliv prevail; 

"Tis from God the blessed giver. 

Sent to guide us ou life's river. 

Till we pass without a shiver. 
From the Wahaghbonsy vale. 

Pass Ui spring that is diurnal — 
Or to oue that iw eternal — 
When all tiatiiri! bright and vernal 

SliowA her beauty In detail: 
Shows lier llowers growing, springmg, 
And her groves with music ringing. 
From her songsters sweetly singing, 

In the Wahaghbonsy vale. 

So wp pas* from days of brlghtnesii 
On to Pares of little lightness, 
Thinking liovi I'mid winter's whiteness, 

.Viigels bright wise men did hail; 
Robed 111 garments pure and hoary- 
Peace nn earth was in their story. 
Good to men, to God the glory. 

Was prooUilmi'd o"er hill and vale. 

Let us think of all Clirist's teaching. 
Of his love, how great and reaching, 
Aa His followers still be preaching 

That the right will still prevail. 
Love should guide each thought and action, 
Goodness be our great attraction. 
Never Join an erring faction, 

E'en Id Wahaghhonsy vale. 

JESSIE, 
We see again in mem'ry's chain, 

A picture dear of Jessie's face. 
And there through life 'twill e'er remain. 

No other can fill its place. 



And liaudsome form our uifmi 
The sweetest smile In Joy or care 

Was seen ori her fair, sweet face. 
Her tender words and grateful air, 

Will live for years in hearts she knew, 
And be to them a silent prajer. 

And make ihom more kind and true. 
"We're each a part of all we know," 

And Jessie dear, a jewel rare, 
Has given iis in life so fleet, 

A gem in our souls to wear. 
A sweeter soul you'll never know. 

Than was our friend so bright and fair: 
Id robes as white as the driven snow, 

It passed frnni this world of care. 
Like Jessie, trual the Savior, dear, 

You ne'er through life need them despond; 
He gives us hope' amidst our tears, 

To meet )n tliat bright beyond. 



HOPE. 
Hope ever brings 
Bright pleasant things. 
And fondly clings 

To them when they depart. 
Hope oft has sought, 
And it has Ijroaght, 
The sweetest thought, 

To cheer each lonely heart. 
Hope brings to thee, 
What may yet be 
Sweet melody 

To bless the hoped-for home; 
And all alone 
We all are itnown 
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Born: Kknton, Uuio, July 12, 1851. 
The poems of Mrs. Treichler have appeared iu tin 
National Tribune of Washington. D. C, and ihc lijcal 
press generally. She was married In IS~!2 to Capi 
James M. Treichler and now resideti with her husband 
and ranilly in Orient, Iowa. The poem, Our Soldier*. 
s delivered by her at the Orand Army Post, and was 
enthusiast icallv received. 

ROSES. 
Itoses sweet have come once more, 

Welcome to them. 
Clustering so near our door 

On stately stem. 
With tile early blush of mom 

There comes to me 
F'rattrance by the breezes borne. 

So sweet and free. 
Climbing near my window atll, 

Their leaves entwine, 
lloaming at their own sweet will, 

June, ot all ilie months most blessed, 

With iheir rich bloom * 

Trees in choicest coloring dressed 

Send forth perfume. 
Like all beautiful of earth 

Quick they decay; 
They like lives of useful worth, 

Soon pass away. 
Bmblcmatii- or true life, 

lieaili iirid the tomb. 
Sweet "lis afier all the strife 





OUU M>Lli|EBS. 
No more the bugle and the drum 

Call soldiers forth to battlc-fleld: 
But now with joy and pride they come, 

For Freedom's hand the scepter wieldr. 
Our land at peace, and fnc from strife 
Xci longer with rebelllnn riiv 
These brave nien nifet. bin not as wben 

Full armed tht.v marched in sixty-one, 
Tlielr ranks were llllert wiili soldiers then, 

The cruel war hwd jiiM be^iiu. 
That war, to which wtnt I'lyal men. 
How many ne'er canif hatk ajrain. 
They left '.lidir hotuts when.- lined uiies dwelt. 

To fight beneath !1'e i^diitlicrn skies: 
True patriots, L^rce, ih blows thty dealt. 

To end the bomlmeo's |i||c-(ius cries, 
To blot out from "ir hmd u sin. 
And freedom's ckum- mr e'er In win. 



When on Fort Sii 
Our f^lorluus hi 

Thousands then i 
God save our e 

Yc9, forward cam 
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\uu)i walls 



To 
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Tliey came fnun r:ir 
And rallietl fn-in . 

h-rom Mnlix' iini. In 
T'hern came mrlli 

Friim farms, and ■^chi 



iiud they cried. 
\ itl band 



null workshops, too. 



They 
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Fond h(ime-i i.';n*e of llieir rmblesl, best. 

At parting' smiled ih"ii^li teurs they shed: 
L<ived ones tn loviuj; heiii's (si-re pressed. 

While IremltliiiK ti)!- iheir f;iiTWBlls said. 



Thej marched a\>a.v for aeld i;Dd camp 

Their baoner flashing in the light. 
Fool-sore and weary from the tramp 

They hastened on to join the flght. 
These comrades cheered by song and emlle. 
The toilsome march of many a mile. 

' They crossed the flowing BOutheni streams, 
And waded through the dismal swamps. 
Marched 'neath th: South sun's fervid beama. 

And slept where ralnstormsdrenchedtheircamps., 
?Such hardships made these comrades feel 
J. Their friendships, llolfs were as true as steel. 

> Onward to Yorktown and Fair Oak, 

Where fought brave men stern faced and pal-. 
The cannons' roar loud thunders woke. 

In torrents fell the iron hal!; 
Dangers great our soldiers braved, 
And with their blood a nation a^:vcd. 
They forvard marched, victorious still, 

Gaines Mill an . L.v;i(je Station passed. 
That Woody flirht at Malvern Hill, 

O'er many homj^ deep sorrow cast; 
The ground was thickly strewn with slain, 
Who bled and died '. t not in vain. 
For at Franklin am at Shlluh, too, 

They struck brn' e bK-ws and laurels won; 

■"'■': b&ys in olue fought flrni and true, 

.^u li!s''lon Ridge and I>onclds>.n; 
Lii iicgo to Vlcksburg and Knoxviite, 
While fierce they fought at Champion Hill. 
They climbed up Lookout Mountain side. 

They fccod the Rebels at Pea RIdgi!. 
Tbey went with Stoneman on his ride, 

They swung the famous Pontoon bridge; 
At Fredrlcksburg these -ivarriors bold 

tebejs f^rth froq^helr stronghold. 
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Bobn: England, March 13, 1839. 
WuKN a child the subject of this sketch was brought 
by his parents to America, and in 1853 located at Lyons, 
Iowa. As a close and persistent student he acquired 
^n excellent education. In 1861 he began the s^u^l.^^ 
rTif law, but on the breaking out of the war at that tim^ 
nlisted in the army as a private In Company 
■^L'cond Iowa Infantry. .\t the battle of Corinth ht 
as recommended for promotion and Gov. KIrkwooc 
immissiooed him Captain of bis company. In 1864. 
■ was married to Miss Mary M. Bennett, of De Witt, 
ny.i. In 1365 he became a minister, aud has i 
l(^<l important pastorates in the Metbodist Episcopal 
iiiiTh. H. H. Green was elected representative from 
le Wth district to the .Slate Lejfisiature.oii the Pn - 
bitjun issue. The followinK .year he was appointei|| 
Hishop Bowman to the Presiding Eldership of the 
1 >Tilui<|ue District wht're he remained for the full term 
iix years. In 1800 he was re-appointed PresidiuK 
IT by Bishop S. M. Merrill at tbe Decorab confer- 
\.^ and placed on tbe Decorab District. For the I 
past eight years Brother Green has been a member of fiH 
■ r.bi: Board of Trustees of Upper Iowa Doiverslty and f^ 
a].s<i of Epwortb Seminary and has been particularly 
^ratillcd with tbe splendid growth and fine works of P 
these justlj popular Institutions of learning. Brother t 
tin-en has recently been honored with the degree of j 
Moc'Hir of Divinity, conferred upon bim by the IowhT 
Wisleyan University and also b,v the University of the/ 
Niirthwest. 

PROVIDENTIAL CARE. 
He who feeds the sparrows, 



um 



Watcbeth o'er bis cblldren, 
Kindly cares lor all; 
Rescuee them trom danger. 
Baisetb all wbo fall. 

Feedetb those ttaat hunger, 
Noteth all tbelr sfgbs; 
Water gives the thirsty, 
Hearetb all their cries; 
Nakedness with clothing 
Graciously relieves. 
Grantetli ev'ry blessing 



To him 



ihiiT I 
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I'LAYlSa. 
Bo, ye ratherH. ho. ye mothers. 
Ho, ye bachelors aud maids; 
All yo misanthropic cynics. 
All ye dignilicd. yo staid; 
Come, and see the children playing. 
Playing on the village green: 
See them running, see them fulling. 
Over other children rolling: 
Now they're crying, laughing, shouting, 
Sucb a sight is seldom seen. 

See tbem scamper, helter skelter. 
Oil they go, by twos, by threes; 
Happy children, merry children. 
In and out, among tho trees: 
Up the hillside, down the valley. 
Out by Wyant's garden gate. 
John and Jane and Sue and Sallle, 
How they rest, and now they rally, 
Bally round poor little Harry— 
Harry's lost his sisterKate, 




Te were once asyoung aaT 

Come you, see these children playing, 

Playing all the llvelODg day; 

In the timber, in the meadow, 

Id the sunshine. In the shade; 

On the hills and in the hollow, 

Charlie leads, the others follow, 

Follow Charlie through the hollow. 

Where the brook runs throu^rh the glade. 

TRUST IN CHRIST. 
Let not sorrow flil your heart, 

Hear the blessed Savfor bay, 
Though from you I now depart, 

Still the comforter will stay; 
Stay to shield, ye need not rear. 

Stay the comforter to guide; 
Stay your faintest cry to hear. 

Staying always by your side. 
If ye now in God believe, 

Put your trust also In me; 
He my Father doth receive. 

Who, in faith, recelveth me: 
Savior, Riadly will I place, 

All my trust, my ronfldence, 
In Thy goodness, in Thy grace, 

Thou, Thyself, my recompense. 
And when I ascend on high. 

Where the many mansions be, 
Life eternal in the sky. 

There awaits me. Lord, In Tbee; 
All my life to Thee I'll give. 

Gladly leaving ail below: 
Lord, while I on earth shall live. 

Thy free grace, on me, bestow. 






Born: Lowville. N. Y..Jui,y 19, 1827. 
About one buDdred poems bave been written by ttalc^ 
lad.v. wblch have appeared from time to time in tbeV 
periodical press. She vraa married In 1866 to Gtutaruft ' 
G. BeiDiger, witb whom ah(> resides in Sioux City, Iow». ' 

THE SERENADE. 
The sweetest strains of music. 

Were tuned tbc oiber nigbt, 
In the BtlUncss of tbe hours 

By the stars and soft moonlight, 
Bomantic hours in which was play'd 

For us a happy Serenade. 

The angel .Slfep had closed our eyes, 

(7b were away in dreams, 
On wings throupb fairy realms afar, 

Br brooks and murmuring streamit. 
The dreaming ispell was quickly broke, 

By a ScFfnadf iiiir bouls awoke. 

'Twas beautiful, that Serecade, 

At midnight's charming hour, 
All, all etichaolert wert our hearts 

By music's pODtle power. 
Soothing all c;irc to heavenly balm. 

Bidding each restless mind be calm. 

Thanks true for vulliug at our home, 

Ye Minstrels on that eve: 
Hay Hope and Love on each one's heart 

The sweetest ffarlands weave. 
Without a sorrow or a shade. 

Like that dear, happy E 
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Bokn: Hahdin Co., Iowa. Dec. 4, 1850. 
I Thk (rowniiig work of William Maye Bdilan is Lite's 
I Purest Gold, which ia attractlog world-wide ;iltenlloii. 
isiciil coniposillons are becoiiii]i« mt.i iKipular. 
eriih lit Mr. Boylan are accepted by leading mag-^ 
^azlnesand newspapers and are extensivrily copied by 
The local press. He Is now engaged In llie business of 
f Music Dealer in Hubbard. Iowa, and is vpry popular. 
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1D.\ TO .A.EGAEUS, 
They pratn of Time: they gossip of the 
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That flit a." winged nothings through the Mr 
I iDvisible: they croak of period.s — 

Of days, of months, of years: they loowe their tongues. 
I Grown silly In their song, and dare to track 
PThe matclile^ sun, to guage his heat, and inch 
f Inch his pathway measure through the sky: 
ry babes do babbie in their mirth 
rrhe Diuch-eonncd wisdom of the learned schools: 
IXbey prate of Time, who know no more of 

Time than can be numliered In a span less long 
I^Than oneshort breath they breathe, they l:ilk and talk. 
?.\nd boast, e'en In the hour that la their last. 
jT-^nd die wlih all tholr boasting on their tips. 
SBuI Time! did I not hear a voice that felrhed 
&Ttae It^apfng stars all wheeling into space. 
LFrom depths of night, and dark chaotic iiiif.iv 
^Did I not stand amid the moruing spherci. 

y^nd hear across the fathomless abys- 

Creation's full-voiced choir salute th>- dawn, 
'i When all the loud-tongued liells of lioil did chime, 
lAnd Heaven's mighty horologe l>ent one? 
fAye, breaking through eternities of gloom 
jT^"^ belcUng thunders of united worlds 
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And 8 
Come 



BCome i: 
I Long - 




s I not loved thee since Immortal 
e out acrcma the viewless flelda of space 
i flat of our birth? How have I Joyed 
p'o see thee leap up toward the glorious sun. 
Full-orbed, majestic tn his noonday strength! 
(How have I wooed theo frona thy ruder plays 
jwith all the tenderness of my full heart, 
ITIU thou hast laid thy trophius at my feetl 
How have 1 watuhcd thy palpitating heart 
Fhrob witli the restlc^n pusMlon heaving deep 
PFithin thy boundless soui; O I have stood 

! held ai bay the siorniy Nin-ili. Icy 
And cold, Hint tliini miftliKt slcfp in i|uiet herer 
f Come back.ciunf buck a^■atrl. ;i(id lay thy head 
Upon my lap, Llion li'in of ili<> wiisTc. 
i sleep aizain as tho'i ha^it done of nld! 

iwpot bruihn' l)ridoKri"Uii rrora thy deeps. 
|\nd I will twine thy locks with mnuntain flowers. 
Iill-blown. and sweet with iM'rfume from my lips, 
as waited long! 
-long — and — nhi slic hi'ars a voice — a voice: 
imes — be comes! he cnnii-s to greet his love! 
ipy, happy, happy is his love! 
I Here are the mountain llowers — the sweetrare flowers. 
I And here my kiss I lay upon thy lips! 
PAh, thou dost love thy love! the draught is sweet — 
r O sweet as blessings from th' Enchanted Isles! 

VVHEK THE SUN GOES DOWN. 
It was a lovely day. The sun awoke 
The lazy Ekies with soul-aspiring light. 
Like softest rains of sweet remembrances 
Opon the heart. Oh, not more fair the day 
When Earth and Meavrn wed, and not more pure 
Their love! Such beauty from the Heavens fell. 
Each beam ; Id paint a splendor on the earth, 
icape rest^ in a holy spell, 
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And far away upon Mn smoky hills. 

The sceptered day sat frlorlous in his stati-. 

The waters of the calm Kepublican 

Caressed the dreaming banks of unmixed grcon. 

With kisses tenderly bestowed as ihono 

A Invor presses when he lays his lltt 

A sacrirlcH mxin a maiden's lips. 

Far. far iiiviiy it ijorf-far toward my lionii'. 

Majestic as tlie spirit of a god. 

Oil. would il Mi'iv tin- stream or lifi.- mtghl flcm 

With Niieli a ]»-.i-:i-: nnt w' it eiiri nol be! 

In dfafeiiiiiy (vuiurralls the i-mTi-ni howls. 

And roars in iilinifrini; lurrvnts tliruiittli '"> smi, 

Atid III llic only I'aini Itind lli^aven Kave. 

Tin' devils ci.r.l tln-li >!lowin^' Iouks. u id miiki- 

A.-eethlnK wliirl|"inl lli;t! kirt-vur belli. 

O day of i\i\-mu ■'. Tiu' piv>i-iit sutilf.t down 



Hal I'liiii's and stari'> erovvu, 
[iii[ii hvv sLiniiiK li:ill> sli-pin-ti I' 
in an unkuown IIkIii, and >\»..k.v 
lii's Ijiirli'd yet within 
hiiiTli'd IliKhl (he ^lLl^lll-d |ia>i 
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And in L--.-U.- 
Thr Fuiur.' 
Kespk'ndent 

My soul. Ill 
Came wluKit 
The past -'twas not 
For all that e'er was 
Was whispered In iiij 
Forever losll" That 
And as he ptuiificd beneath the tieep. he lliiii)i 
The ocean-waves, of ROld In streainiuK spray 
.A.thwart thi! sky. and rimmed tin- n/.tire vnnlt 
With bands (^( hurniriK lire. Then did I sec 
A star of hope. hii;h In the central blue. 
Slniot madly in a rusli of struanihit; IlKhl, 
Uash open holy Heaven with a blade 
or flame, and net fcr aye. O star oC hope! 
-my guiding star! forever tost! 
Lttiat do waudei. aadism 



oni old ^)l)li^ ion's jrutesr 
i dri'am; oh. had ll Iji-en! 
?w.-et, that e"i-i- was sad. 
rin^inK ear, "Lost! Lost: 
niKht the sun went down. 



And tread the dim and track less wastes, so mewbere 
Aniong the sighing isles of buried bliss, 
O find my lone, lost hope, that singB and slugs, 
-Forever lostl" and I shall live agalo. 

The goddess-queen of glory 

Lit the tapers of the night. 
And In all of Reaveu's windows, 

Lo, her lamps were burning bright! 
But not one for me was shining, 

Of the stars that decked her crown, 
For my stars had set in darkness. 

When the sun at night went down. 

I have waited for the dawning; 

I have strained my eager eyes 
To the distant hills of morning. 

Where the golden splendors rise; 
But I see no star of blesslnijs, 

.\nd the blackened Heavens (rown — 
Oh, I weep with weary watching, 

And at night the sun goes downl 

Tell me truly, hoary watchman, 

On the stately lower of Time, 
Has an orb of matchless beauty 

Sought thy rolling arch to climh? 
But he answers not, nor listens. 

As he rolls his years around. 
And the lonely day grows weary. 

And at night the sun goes down. 

Oh, whereV Oh! where and wblther? 

But la vain I breathe my prayer. 
For It shocks the misty distance) 

And an echo answers, "Where?" 
And I close my ears in sadness 

To the oft-repeated sound, 
And again my eyes are weeping, 

fdowa. 
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I sball watch no more at dawning: 

I sLall weep uo more at nigbt, 
For the morning never cumetb, 

And my darkneas knows no light; 
I Bball Bft In solBmn silence. 

As the eveuing gathers ruUDd, 
And still my soul with cliiding. 

As at night the sun goes down. 

But oh, I fear me sorely. 

When the heavy steps of Day 
I£cho near bin gates of glory, 

And the last sound dies away. 
When the Evening, robed in splendor. 

Weaves the sunsets golden crown — 
OhI bow can I keep from weeping, 

When lit night the kuii goes down? 

MY LOTE. 
1 looked into her eyes — what eyesi 

Thu thrones of litars are not more brtgbtl 
They wove the lusters o( the ekles 

To changeful melodies of light! 
I saw the mellow rainbow 

Around the fountain of her tears, 
And felt the lightnings of her glance 

Consume me with my hopes and fearal 

I looked Into ber heart— ah, mel 

From love's deep fount 'twas mnnlDg 

A captive I, and could not see, 
Nor cared to see (orevermore. 

I pres.qod her close— oh, she was mlnel 
The dearest gift of Heaven abovel 

An angel beautiful — dlvinet 
ever^everigpre my. 





Bobn: C(jlumbu8, O., Aprii, 27, 1846. 
In 18,t8 Mr. Nagle removed lu Dubuque, Iowa, whore ' 
he learned the printer's trade. At the breaking out of 
;it^ war be enlisted In Compaay I., 12th Iowa Infantry 
ml served till 18W). lie was [a several of Grant's 
iiii|)alj,'ns, und took part In tlie battleaot Fort Henry. 
^Kort Donelson, Shiluli (where lie was taken prisoner 
mid remained In prison three months), Vicksburg and 
jt Spanish Fork and eeverul other engagements: he was 
suridcd three times. Ele has lield theofflce of Fresi- 
nt of the UubuijUe Typ'JKraphical Union for five 
ars in succession; wan di^lcgiitu In 1874 to the Inter- 
lUdtial Typograplik-iil cnnveniion: and for the past 
s he has hi'ld cdltorlul positions on the Du- 
e daily paperii, and is now city editor of the Du- 
f Daily Globe. Mr. Naglf was married in J870 , 
Pto Miaa Mary A. Shea, and lias a family of children. 

BKAVK CHARLEY TODD. 

"Are the passenjrers safi;?" asked the brave engineer, 
While the steam lilssed Its venomous breath 

.\nd scalded the hero whose heart knew not fear 
Nor quailed In the presence nt death. 




lO thought of himself In that terrible hour, 
Hut of those who were under his care; 
^ No thought of himself though his flesh fell apart, 
While death and ilestrui-i ion stalked there. 

)h, sou! that was truf! .\ou sought not to save 
The life chat you valupd so dear. 
' But stood at your post like a Spartan of old, 
While the Angel of Ruin lurked near. 

What more could you do, 



Thui nDyleldlnglr stand with }^ur dotr Id Tl««r, 

Hot dreaming of glor^ or fame. 
Men die on the red field of battle and fams. 

And win the applause of a land. 
But the hero who dies for the Bake of fals kind 

la a hero far greater and grand. 
Tis hallowed ground where sleep the rematos 

Of the noble and brave Charley Todd, 
And souls such as bis merit greater reward 

When they fly to the bossom ot God. 

THE VETERAN. 
In the niornlug of life 1 saw him go, 

In the freshness and fuUoess of youtbi 
To battle agalHHt his country's foe 

For Justice, for right and for truth. 
I saw him leave the home he held dear 

And march to the southern clime, 
And I saw him pause and drop a tear 

Over comrades slain Id their prime. 
I saw him on Shilob'a terrible field. 

And in VIckshurg's Are of hell, 
And I saw htm when faint from wounds he reeled ^ 

Where thousands of others (ell, 
I saw him go to the prison pen, 

Where he auflered with ache and pain, 
And he bravely bore his sufferings there- 
It was not In him to complain. 
I saw him again In the battle'3 van. 

Where his blood ran out ri 'h aLd red. 
Where he carried his country's flag, iike a man. 

O'er a field that was covered with dead. 
He boldly fought until white-winged f er.ce 

Brought the olive b-andi to our land, 
OoEunaadlng the work of death ^ cease 




This soldier, now old, v 
' To the cauao and the men for whom he had stood 
When Up ballled and wore the blue. 
I've seen demagoKues whom he thought were his rrlends. 

And for wlinm lii^ worked hard night and day; 
've seen tlicm use him for personal ends 
Till his usefulness faded awa.v. 
, His hair that was black Is turning white. 
And his stop isn't steady and strong 
As it was ill the days when he cheered in the flght 

And hfasted war's billows sd long. 
• o more will he ilinut for the olly-tongued knaves 
Whose power is now on the wane, 
' Who'll surely be sunk In politiral graves 
When the vot'rans eharge on lliera sgatn. 




Ti(K subject of this sketch U the secretary of the News- ' 
J paper Publishing Company of Sioun City, Iowa, which- 
makes a itpecialty of religious and temperaac« news- q 
papers. His poems oex^a'iionally appear In the religious 

, and secular press. 



THE DESOLATE HOME. 
Oh, sad farewell: My soul break?* out In angaiBh, 
And bleeds afresh as memory rolls hack her scroll 
Presenting to view the gera now gone forever from me! 
Thus I am bereft, and all other hindly ioya 

n to tail "If good intent. ' 

Like sunshine flit'rlng through a darkened screen — 
Stript of its virtue for sprcadlngwarmthandgladnesa;^ 
Almost mocking at the soul 
Which otherwise might And relief 
In living o'er in fre" Imagination- 
Oblivious to present scenes — 
I, The brigblneas of other daya. 



%r what to me are all tb«sc uncrowDed bleMlns*!- 
r What is home itself; home. 
I Though destitute and humble. 
And Htill unchallenged 

cunhs glories joined In one; 
siijHTlor to every joy with value flsrd. 
And nil our worldly gains; 
Standing without a peer in man's [ifl<>i-il'in>>. 
jWhcn bIcsNed with wift ami niolbiT 
Presiding angct of purest hoiK'" :iii(l lioliohi ambitiouti: 
'What is home when thus rieprivcd of her wljwte touch 
Alone can make rumplilc iht charms 

wly rot (ir mansimi til for l';i rarii •.>':■ 

I turn and gazr upon riimiliar sci'iii's 
[ which, oach nucr insi>irc(l a livlni; Iliought. 
ow they tnuch wic l>iit with hiMrilint: iviDmofKadneiw, 
- the rusli uf tiiMipp'iliiiiufiii chili-, ilic .m^dhph 
JStralnod lo fpcl Iut wi.iiled prcsi'nre n.-ar. 
f Can It be yci ^cum- iw.i inunnis riy... 
.Since my loved nue iihari'fl my ■■vi-ry i;riff and joy, 
.\nd gave ri^siinn.sn to all my >.ccitI yeurntiigs, 
I Filling my hriirl wiili nciiil.' ciilm 
I When fitful cmoiioM- lliniriKiMi mi lirciistV 



Surely man h;i> irrwii wcl nf hi- ..iht-r self, 


« 


Created Iti thai hi^'hr-i iiiii'p"-<' 


A 


To break tli.> spcii r.i lirlid.---. Iniu'linese 


^ 


Which I'oshriuKl- hi- sjiii:Ii' -plurc. 


^ 


And Jinw doubly tU-u>i tn liim 


^ 


Who oner has kridwn ih.' Ii|i» 


•*e 


Of home and ivon];in'> teTichTiu's.-, 




And fell the arniR of love iii«>iii htm 


j. 


In deep afflictinn ii- when |>e:wi> wn^ niph — 


S 


is the sadness of his lonely life. 


K 


When all this cheer is nuicly siiiitclied beyond rwklll 


& 


Dear one, I need thee in ilii- hour. 


A 


Aa my soul goes out In grief. 


1 
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I To the pitlleaa wintry Btrorm outGlde. 
fj Those rain-drops falllog of a bleak mld-nlnler olgbt 
Ire a Btting Bymbol of thy UQtlmely call, 
fcfo angel hand smoothes back my brow, 
WlSo voice recalls me to the Joys within. 
LBven the lamp goes dry which guides toy pea, 

lADd I am left in total darkness. 

rHow can I speak? what waiting spirit 

I Would hear and comprehend 

I That which language is too feeble to expresay 

lohl if she were here no woe could overtake, 

4hThat baffled tongue need stammer to explain. 

T-Sbe read my soul as from an open book. 

r.ind hastened to apply the balm 
'I Of soothing touch and sympathetic glanc« 
That quickly searched the troubled heart, 

j .\nd I was healed. 

I Must this parting be forever? 

Lwhat is eternity, that now contains 
I So much of treasure; so much of hopes 

■ That seemed like budding flowers 
1 Waiting to unfold to-morrow? 

A deep, unfathomed sea, Joined to the Past 
L By the lleeting Present, and Into which 
QMan's destiny is plunged, 
r There is no ending — no borderland, 
I liut one divldingcoursethatleada us Intollfe.ordeatb 
I What aggregation is there on Heaven's blissful shore 
Lof dear ones called from Love's embrace. 

■ Who beckon us and urge with gentle force 

3 Join them In that glorious home lieyondl 
ilOur hearts grow tender, and our eyes uplift 
& To contemplate the added joys 
9Which draw us thither with ten>fold cbamu, 

"he tomb must yield her fruit: 
kTblB life must prove our sole defense 
s power^ 
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Burn: Emqland, May 8, 1835. 
Tbih mlnlater snd poel hae written about four Luii- 
dred poems, which will be Dublished In l>ook rorm al 
some rulure time. He is now filling a pastorale in 
the CoDgregatlonal Cburch of DInsdale. Iowa. Rev. 
Robert Mumb.v wae married in IB6U to MIse Marin 
Beli. and has five children. 

WINTER, 
Fatber Winter Is bcre with hie cold chilly breath, 
'And the touch of his Hoger is icy au death. 
The flowers they hide till the winter is past, 
Tili the sprlugtlme is here in mildness at last. 
The swallows have gone to the south for awhile 
With their flying and twiLlL-rthe time to beguile. 
The whippoorwiU's voice we have lost fnim the grove, 
Likewise the soft voice of the fair mourning dove. 

lark in the meadow we hear not again. 
And the robin we seek, but we seek blin in vain: 
The tlirushes' sweet song is a thioK of the past. 
And the starling was here while the summer did last. 
The plover's shrill notes we hear not to-day. 
And the wild duck has sought open poolH far away: 
The curlew has gone, we caonot tell wher" — 
When summer comes round his place wiil be here. 
All insect life still as the stillness of death. 
,Dd the snakes have all hid intbeirholesin theeartb. 
The ground Is thick covered with hi^niiliful snow. 
And the sleigh bells are jingling and making a show. 
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e bOKfl ttaef are r<^)tiii^' lu luiil -.i warm place. 

d the cowM Ihe.v are munthiiife' with soberest f««; 
ff The chickens and duck:;, the turkeys and geese 
f Are watching for food, each one for hta piece. 

The farmer he piles the oak lu^s on the Are, 
Mis good wife attends to his fver.v desire, 
Tlie hired man works at the wood pile so gay 
Till off for a sleiph ride lie Koes by the way. 

There is skating on water iill t'overed with ice, 
Where the maiden and loviT exclaim. "Oh, how nice I" 
, The small boys and girls are c^-aHtiug around 
Wherever a hillside by them can be found. 



Aud many more things In 
We cannot just name tlu'i 
Put one thing in certain, 
On a bright winter day w' 



wli 



11- we see: 
(I \;tried they bo: 
li enjoyment is there 
Ihi' weather is fair. 



Our Father sends down fmsi and si.ow as we need 
To fertilize fields and iirejiitri' tlieni for seed, 
And the earth that is hidih'n awhile by the snow 
With beauty and rre(>lm>^ssi in s|iringtime shall glow. 
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Born: Iow.v Ch . Ia. 
Fob a number of years .Mr. U;il higher has been employ ^L 

s a railway posinl cierk. His poems have receiv- 
ed extensive publication in tlie periodical press. HisC 
lome is still In the plat-e of his nativity. 

LIFES REPOSITORY. 
There Is a chamber, no. a mighty hall, 

Walled round with lionry Time 
iJi fl^sU ent portals - widi' enough for aU 




s rogfed v 

0( the years now raer^'ed into elernlly. 
TlB floored with earth's bright meadows 
And the sheen of the glittering sea. 

"Tis pillared with seasons of each zone. 
TIs girdled with night and witti day. 
^ Through Its casement, dt^sert wind)* do niuan 
As well as sweet zephyrs of May. 
t'S doorway looks like the raiobow's arch. 
Only dimmeil with the mist of years, 
bAnd 'neath its shadow da legions march 
To the music of falling tt^ars. 

^ Old Father Time 'oeath the portal standb, 

Like a wreath of mi?t his breath. 
A glass and scythe in his withered haads 

Ever guarding the "Hall of Death." 
For a monarch reigns in that solomn ball. 

To whom all must bend the knee, 
Bor across his reign will the shadows fall 

Till the dawn of Eternity. 

He has for warriors, the fnmine's form. 

And grief, and care, and pain; 
He has the ocean's wave and storm. 

And the tornado of the plain: 
He has, too, the plague and the ecouTge, 

And the llghtniug's flt-ry brtalh. 
While the earthquake's roar is only a dlrga 

To honor the march of Death. 

Oh Life! Arp you then only a shade, 

A mote, kissed by a sunbeam's glare, 
A gleaming conrbe. by a metor made. 

To be loet to the tracklcM alrV 
Not Id another world you'll reappear. 

Forever and forever crowned 
With the Joy or sorrow your actions ben 

^Te eamecl in your exiled rouitd. 
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The hogs ibej- arc tooiin 
And the cuws tliej art it 
f The chickens and ducks. 
:■ watching for food, <.■> 



liiiil :i warm [ilace. 
hint with soberest fftce; 
turkeys and geese 
one for his piece. 



The farmer he piles the oak logs on the fire, 
IliK good wife attends to his every desire, 
TLi' hired man works at the wood pile so gay 
■ Tin off for a sleigh ride he jroes by the way. 

There Is skating on waiei' ull i-overed with ice, 
Where the maiden aud lover exclaim. "Oh, how nice t" 
I The small boys and girls an' i-'.'aiitiug around 
Wherever a hillside by them ran be found. 

And many more things In a wiiuer we see; 
We cannot ]u6t namu iIhth. mi \ aried thej be; 
Put one thing Js certain, nmcli I'lijoyment Is then 
On a bright winter dav whi'u ^ h<- weather Is fair. 

Our Father sends do 
T fertilize flcldi 
And the earth that I 
With beauty and fre- 
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Tl8 rooted witli llic~~^liiuin(r -hiidow; 
^fe\''?N>i ^^ '■'"' years now merfe'ed into et,crnity. 

Tls floored with uanh'a brjgbt meadows 
And the sheen of the glittering eea. 

'Tis pillared with fieasuns of each zone, 
■Tia girdled with night and with day. 
^ Through Its casement, desert winds do moan 
As well as sweet zephyrs of May. 
It's doorway looka like the rainbow't* arch. 
Only dimmed with the mist of years, 
LAnd 'neath its shadow do legions march 
To the music of fallintr tears. 

^Old Father Time 'ncath the portal stands. 

Like a wreath of mist his breath, 
A glass and scythe In his withered hands 

Ever ({uarding the "Hall of Death." 
For a monarch reigns in that solemn hall, 

To whom all must bend the knee, 
Nor across his reign will the shadows fail 

Til! the dawn of Eternity. 

He has for warriors, the famine's rorm. 

And grief, and care, and pain; 
He has the ocean's wave and storm, 

And the tornado of the plain: 
Be has. too, the plague and the scourge, 

And the lightning's Bc-ry breath. 
While the earthquake's roar is only a dirge 

To honor the march of Death. 

Oh Ltfel Are you then only a shade, 

A mote, kissed by a sunbeam's glare, 
A gleam.ing course, hy a mctor made. 

To be lost in the trackless air? 
Nol In another world you'll reappear. 

Forever and forever crowned 
With the Joy or sorrow your actions here 

B^Te eftmed In your exiled round. 
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TiiiE lady Is nii Invalid and resides In Avoca, lows. 
She contribute.4 both jirnsc and vcrt>(' to the perlodicalj 
press. Her mother la also s pin-t of ureal ability. 

SUNBEAMS OF LIFE. 
Gentle words nr greeting, 
Simple 1h<)Ut;h tlicy be. 
ShiiicLh like the Biinbeams, 
Thro" all cteruity. 
Kindly words and acliony. 
Makcth life nmru blest, 
And the world grows brighter 
At swciit Love's behest. 
And likt sunbeams scattered 
On life's pathway drear, 
Like the rainbow's creBceDt, 
la the suul'ii hope here, 
or the great eternal 
That bliiill be revealed, 
When life's foes are ranquisbed 
And llic bliss of heaven scaled. 
Of the Joys Immortal 
That from man are hid. 
Of the soul's awakening 
When earth-life has fled. 

A THOUGHT. 
II we could ODiy sureiy know, 
The paths our feet must tread, 
The thorns that needs must pierce our feet, 
I ttalQk we'd gladly leave undont, unsaid 

The cruel deed, 
The cold, harsh word, that only tires tb« MUl, 




Bobk; North Haven, Ci>nn., Dec. 22, 1827. 
Tbb poemB til Mr. Dlakeslee occasionally appear in tlii' 
periodical ptuss. He tvliuvrn tlit> occupation of a fthoe- 
ter and resides in Adair. Iowa. 

THE LAST FAREWELL. 
How olt we litar llif word farewell. 

As loving friends and neighbors part; 
And see them drop tlii! silent tear, 

And turn away with a sadden heart. 
We hear them siiy Mil' last rurewell. 

As the g0od ship starts fur a distant sh(ir<:'. 
And leaves behind soino Tricnd that's dear. 

As we stem the tldn where the billows roar. 
We see them take thu parting hand. 

And see tbem wipe the tear away. 
As they say good-bye, a lung farewell. 

We will meet again .some distant day. 
Yes, how oft is the farewell upoken. 

Aa the days and years go by. 
For we must part, our friendship seviirtil, 

For the time will cnmc when we must die. 
Then, farewell, father, rarewell. mother. 

Sister, too; we all must part, 
And hid farewell to one another, 

For on that voyage we soon will start. 
Now must we say farewell forever, 

Shall parting friends ere meet again: 
For In that land no tie shall sever. 

For there we all shall be redeemed. 
The last farewell on earth was spoken. 



As we passed a 

And trust we'll n 



'ay 1(1 the realms of bliss; 
ft trifiids and neighbors 
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Born: Sfrinopikld, Mich., 1858. 
Thb poems of Mrs. Hahn have generally appeared t 
railway publlcaMons and the local press. For two year 
she was editor of the Ladies DepartmGnt of the Rail 
way Conductor, and about twenty of her noems h 
Iwen set to music. In 187" she was marric ^o Franl 
H. Uahn, by whom she has had Ave DhildioD 
Rabn Is oow » rc^idc^nt of Marion. Town. 

THE FREIGHT BRAKEMAN. 

See him ataadiog on the train deck. 

Braced against a sudden Jar. 
Keeping time in lively whistle 

To the motion of the car. 
Hands nil black and face all grimy. 

Torn and soiled thp clothes he wean, 
Yet you'd Bod. to hear him tell it, 

That's the least nf all Ills cares. 

Hark! lie's whistling "Home, Sweet Home" dow, 

Lower, softer, while he tries 
To keep hack the t«ars that gather. 

All unbidden to his eyes. 
For there's little time for dreaming 

For the brakeman upon deck, 
Brakes to set and brakes to loosen. 

Helping keep the train in check. 

Bee bim watch the call of dnty, 

Ab tbey near a deep descent; 
Grasp the brakes and turn them swUUy, 

Then with watchfulness Intent, 
Waits to loosen them when needed. 

Then with all unnoticed grae* 




Glides along the narrow pattamy, 
£vw7 step a danger- pace. 

Colder blow the winter breeiea. 

And the sun now out of sight 
Leaves the train In aulemn darkness. 

Save the engine's Kt^Hming light. 
As they speed on. thron^h the fore«t. 

Over hills, an-i plains and vales. 
While Ibe enf^nc's screaming whistle 

Echoes back llhc human walls. 

See the brakenmn ^tuniUiig silent, 

Chilled and w<'ary. half asleep: 
See, he start'^ as if quite guilty. 

Ab they near h sudden steep; 
Now, from car tu car ho passes, 

Loos'nlng brakes he set before. 
Limbs benumbed iind Teet most freezing. 

Hands all cold and numb and sore. 

Thoughts oC home like HeaVnly fancies. 

With its warmth and love and light. 
With lis earnest, anxious face.t. 

Seem to mock him in the night. 
And a life sometimes so Jolly, 

Seems another thing now told; 
Seems more sacrifice than pleasure. 

In the darkness and the cold. 

Hncb there Is to vex and trouble 

That Done ever see or know, 
Save the One that keeps a record 

Of the trials here below: 
But through foul or pleasant weather, 

"Splendid runf or "awful wreck," 
Still remember God Is, watching 

Cyw the brakeman upon deok. 



S& 



Bork: William sroRT, Pa., Ja^s. 1", 1*^- 
Tbe subject of this sketch is the sou of Jacob Viee- 
ter and Rebecca B. Todd. He wrote his first poem iit 
the age of ten yeare, while conQned in an upper cham- 
ber as a punishment for some trivial oSenae. This 
mauuBcript was hidden away by his mother and is still 
carefuHy preserved. Mr. fiester began teaching at the 
age of Qtteen. He ha» spent his life in that profession, 
and is now completing his fourth term as County Su- 
perintendent of Drenier County, Iowa. He holds a State 
Certificate, and is a memher of the Iowa Educational 
Council. Mr. Fiester was married In 1382 to Miss Ophelia 
Hoover, and has four daughters: Lulu May, born iu 1883; 
Rebecca Blanche, ISSfi; Marie Frances, 1889; and Irene 
Ruth, born in 1891. Mr, Fiester resides in Waveriy.Iowa, 
where he is a very popular officer. Mr. Fieater is the 
author of a little volume of poems entitled "Pearls from 
the Pen." For the poem ■ Poreusomenos " he received 
eighty-five dollars. , 

i'OBELSOMENOS. 

The die is cast: 
I thought to eil my purse and let my brain 
Go empty. From this, reffection saved me. 
While musing thus, in deepest depths of thought 
My Boul engaged, I weighed gold in the balance 
With that subtler thing— the mind. The gold, indeed, 
Did heavily bear down, and for the moment 
,It did seem to triumph — then the bauble burst; 
But lol the wealth of mind endured forever. 
And, enduring, ever mightier grew. 

And now I longed for wisdom. E'en in youth 
I I had my aspirations. I had longed 
I To number with the good and truly great, 

To see fame's gilded ladder with my feet 



'^4f 



I upon ita highest routla. Tet I had t 

I Of culture. Had need to oome in contsot 

Kwith uplifting power, — with that which dotb 

■Arouse, expand the souJ. Had need to see 

r The grandest \torks of Nature's God. For tbeas 

[ The sages saw and then did wisdom t«acb. 

1 For these the poets navr and then broke fortb 

I Id song. 

I But while 1 mused, grand majestic vistas 

I Stole adown the corridors of future time. 

I In fairest Oregon, I saw the walls 

[Of Crater Lake and gazing thence adown 

1 Upon the boaoDi of its waters, glass, 

r Whose surface piercing winds doth never stonn, 

I saw a mirrored face, and hand outstretched 
' In bectconing, "Come." 

At thia I was tL&nspoited, 

On eagle's wiug» I Dew, and lo ! I stood 

Where the Olympian mountains rise, sublime, 
1 And on the topmost crest of Mount Olympus 
' [ saw, or thought I saw. fur so it seemed, 
"Specter of Ihe Brocken" rise. Ita hands 

Uplifted towards etherial blue. 

Pointing above the mist which hovered round, 
L Now seemed lo say, "There's Inspiration here! 
* He who to mountain tops of thought would rise 

Must gaze on scenps majestic." 

Exalted now 

I rose, and soon I stood on Muir's Great Glacier. 
t O Bubllmest point of view! Here purity 

And majesty and awe combined to make 
^My soul expand: All mundane things were gross 
I And of the earth, earthy. I was endowed 
I With vision. A nowsixth sense was mine. 
' 1 saw an angel robed in white descend 

And n£ar the spot whereon I stood; for suob 
i Tlie dazzling whiteness of the place, and eobb 



Id hfn right hand a silvered banner sbone- 

Ct Bucb was its surpassing brlgbtness that 

Had not mine eyes been 'deired with awesome lean 

I SCUM had rea'l the meiuai^ that it bore; 

£ut gazing thence, I read in letten 8et 
a puiest gold these words: "He who would cIHnb 

To life's celestial heights of fame mast gate 
^ Od the Almighty'B grand, Babllmest works 

^nd from Hitt nprinjii drink wisdom fuU 
Old deep. 

t this my eyes grew dim, and I would fain 
9 fallen prostrate down and worshipped there 

Had not the vision vanished. I did sleep; 
'^But woke will) iiU my so' '. aflame to aee 

Again these noblest wor? of Nature's God. 
' A purpose great, a resolution Bnn 
L And fixed is now evolving from within: 
p That as the flowery month ol June puts on 
IjHer robes of emerald green and tKCkons me 

To travel, I will away and hasten, too, 
j. To grant my soul's desire. 

THE RAREST PEARL. 
I met a youth whose brow was sad, 

For searching many days he'd been. 
To find a pearl called gratitude. 

Which by kind deeds he'd tried to win. 
Bat searching long and finding not. 

His heart grown weary, faint, and sore, 
He turned unto the Book of Life 

And found and read the story o'er 
Of lepers ten whom Christ bad cleansed, 

A boon of priceless worth to them, 
WUoh ohajiged their darkness into llgbt, 
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BeBloiMTtliwir to their fef 
And y«t (if whoDi hut one retumeil 

To Ihunk tbeir Lord nod Master p^od, 
\ni) liriug tlie gift bo nobly clamed, 

Thnt gift so run, eailed gratitude. 
I met Ik niati. yet sometliiDg seemed 

Familiiir in hitt form and fnc**, 
And KaziiiH long, likt light it gleamed, 

AcrosH my miud the time and place. 
When lie, a youth with saddened tnien. 

Was searching for the pearl so rare, 
Wliiiili only in 'he hear! is found, 

And frmnd so seldom even there. 
Rager to know. 1 tnrnpil ti> ask, 

If vol Ilia seardi niicht ynded be; 
A cl"'id eneom]i;isspil rmmd liis tirow, 

lie ntretched li)» hnndn out toward the '<ea 
And said, "Thi- w;ive,s still cry for more. 

Though nil the rivor* to them flow; 
Tlipy drain pure walcv Irura the shore, 

Vet ask « lirnuglit. they'll brine bestow. 
I met a pIlKrim old iind gray. 

Whose head was huwed, whose atep was slow, 
Yet Hometliiug in his jtaze around 

llemindeil me uf long ago. 
'O pilgrim."' sitid I then to him. 

The while my heart beat in auspense. 
Knowing if he should fail me now 

Tselens for me to ask from hence, 
"Canst thou the question answer then, 

^"liosB answer thou bo long hast sought, 
Where gratitude for kindness given 

Is felt and envy cometh not 'f" 
He raised his uyes towards Heaven's dome, 

Aa if to pierce the \ milted skies. 
And said. -O man, tliy (iod alone 

Will pay such price lor sacriflce." 




jj- 11' yuiL wi>ul(l tieur tlic uiusic 
ill' the umler-current's lUm, 

enter the heart's ntTei^tions 
And pittis to the ileptbs Wlun; 
And patiently sit and lis' 

Through the long iiud siluiil night: 
Till hope, grown weary with waiting. 
Will hidden necreln plight. 

Foi' the vwici! of tlie iiudcr-fiirreat 

U only revealed to those, 
Whu by long iiud faithful service, 

Prove an interest iu our woe?!. 
And St lends t(i ui« u pleusure. 

To ait nnd listen titid hear 
The voice of tlie iiiider-curreut. 

As it throbH iipiin the ear. 

Not tor the tiwln of the atory, 

Not for the secrets expuned. 
But that I should lie counted worthy 

Of the i'oulldeiice repoHed. 
And to hear uimtlnTK wrrnws 

Miikeii itiiiie Ihu lighter to hear; 
And my liunlen oft is lifted 

Qu sharing a brother's chtc* - 
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Bo fwDdinR Hm an^el niuiiQd "Life." 

Though tu iiiortnla bj- '-Deatli" lii? is kmiwu. 

At the end of a t'lmple of days, 

He i^alled tlit: chiUI back to His limue. 

Obi aad wfie the parenls to purl 
With their darling bo tiny ami puit; 

And 'mid prayers and 'mid tears ii was laid 
By the Hide of the friends gone lieforc. 

And thus ax the j'eurH piiaa away, 

New aima tu our vision arioe: 
And we ceiue laying treatmre im t'lirlh 

And long for the rent in the skies. 



RETURN, PEO0D HEART. 
RMUTD, proud heart, proud heart, return. 

And bless thy humble friend of yore; 
Ciut out thy base, ignoble pride. 

And court the sinilei of wealth no more. 





Did not the "widow's uitti" secure 
A ticber heritage th^ thine? 

What boots it that thy face is faii? 

What boots it that thy hands are white? 
Do not the virtues of the heart 

Shine with a clearer, purer light? 

These marks of beauty, sbared by thee. 
Hast fade and wttheriug, pass awar; 

But beauty of the heart shall last- 
True virtue knoweth no decay 

O buitd thee up a noble life, 

team to value friendship's tie; 
O heed the yearnings of the heart, 

And let thy pride of beauty die. 

So abatt thou prize the love of friends, 
And doing this, that love returned. 

Shall mark the fullness of thy life. 

And bring thee back to friends once spumed. 

TO THE UNRESPONSIVE nEART. 
O passive heart, I loved thee much, 

For very dear thou wast to me; 
But when I fr nd thou lovest me not, 

1 sought out how that love to flee. 

For hearts will love, since love they must. 

But when affection's unreturned, 
The natural longing of the heart. 

By its own fire is scorched and burned. 

Yet think not that it bums uufelt, 
Since outward signs no struggle show; 

For brave hearts hide their anguish keen 
Far In the depths, down deep below. 




Sqbv: Columbu-na Co., Ohio, F^ le, 1832. ( 
Ih 1B54 Mr. Flkfl moved to Page Co., Iowa, and still ro, - 
ildu In that state at SJoux City. For the past thlrtf 
iTe rears bis poems have appeared in the press. 

MEUORIAM. 
Alaa! our kind and loving mother 

Has passed the line of worlds, 
And left an achlDg in our hearts 

We can't express In words. 
Long months she passed in sickness. 

In troubles and trials sore, 
[n patience she endured It all — 

Her suffering now Is o'er. 
We feel lonely now, and sad. 

That her spirit has fled 
Across the stream that ever runs 

Tween the livinit and the dead. 
We knew that she was dying. 

That she must cross the tide 
And leave us, yes, must leave u« 

Upon this transleot side. 
And while ber life was ebbing, 

She seemed resigned to go. 
Contented with the future— 

To leave this world of woe. 
Sa» haacroaaed the boundw; Use, 

And on the other shore 
8be meeta her loving husband, 

Waiting to welcome her o'er. 
Aad there amtd the happy throng 

Her children meet their mottan 
see her come— 







or Wmmded Kner rrpek, 
Our lioya met them 

With a good deal of cheek, 
And ordered the red men 

'To throw down theii tools; 
Hut the haughty old rt-rt skins 
All acted like fools. 

The signal for tho tight 
;„. Was given by Chief BiK Foot, 
Our boys opened upon thcin. 
. And let their guris dxil: 
Big Foot was the first 

To iKcnnie a good red, 
Rut many, many morp 
Lay silent, rold and dead, 

' 'The lodiaii all hideous 

With hh phiz all a-paint, 
' JHdti't look like an nugt-l, 
And very unlike a saiiii. 
For miles aroimil the Indian- laj' 

So silent and so tlead, 
Hjs gbost-ahlrt didn't save him. 
Wrs very tmrhful said. 

Many a poor red man 

Turned up his toes that daj. 
As the gatling and the hotchkisN 

Played on them In the fray. 
TTiat is the end of Big tVjot 

And his proud and haughty hiind. 
They, perhaps, are chasing now 

The game in the "happy hunting land." 

The war Is now over, 

For a little while at least. 
WfiH« Unc]e Sam feeds them 

They'll monkey around and f«aat. 



w 



ADd~talc« tbe woria rlfht « 

So long M Ibey »n I«d, 
Bat Bhorten up their FatlOM 

They kick up the very aid. 

Bnt aow we'll drop tbe curtftb) 

And let the past be past. 
But If tbejr are not good Indians 

We'll cause some more to fast. 
Brave Wallace, our noble commandar. 

Was sUicken down by a utMbtroua twad, 
With a true and truBtf revolver 

And Ave empty chambers In aacli band. 

Born: Irklamd, Mabcb 8, 1830. 
In 1S52 JamesGiUaspiccamcto America and four y«ai 
later settled in Iowa, where he now reeides at Patter- 
son. Mr. Gillaspie served during tbe war In Co. A. Ifltb 
Iowa Volunteer Infantry, and was In numerous battles 
and ikirmiehes. He was married Id 1856 to UlBa Add« 
Kernan.and lias quite a family of children. 

FLOWERS FROM FATHER'S OBAVE. 

As Norah sent to Phellra, 

From far across the sea. 
The green Immortal Shamrock, 

My sister sent to me 
The seeds of the sweet daisies 

That bloomed so bright and gay, 
To decorate my father's grave, 

Five thousand miles away. 

Wben I received the precious hw). 
And knew where they did grow; 

Wltb heavy thoughts my mind was. flIM> 
lAj eyes with tsars did flow. 





May souls of those who now repose 

Beneath the grass so green, 
Rest with their god, whose bodies lie 

la lovely Ballinascreen. 
May Joy attend on all my friends, 

Who in that valley stray, 
Sweot flowers deck my father's grave, 

Five thousaad miles away. 

ACROSTIC. 
Join, gentle muses, do not refuse us. 

And my poor genius assist this lime. 
My sole intention to you I'll mention. 

Ere going, to leave you my name in rhyme. 

So pray assist me; do not resist me, 
Give to me freely what you can spare. 

I'll then be charmed, and you unharmed; 
Loudly your praises I'll then declare. 

Let each first letter, of lines still better, 
Assist the reader and plainly tihow. 

So when I've ended, as I intended; 

Poor, rich, and others my name shall know. 

If you do read this, I pray you heed this. 
Each time beware of the last two lines. 



MV, III.. l-i>!i. 
After receiviog her educatioo al ihe Amity College 
ai Colorado Springs, this latiy beuamp a teacher in the 
public BChiwls. In 1882 she toolt vocal lessooa in Omaha. 
Her home is in Coin. Iowa, 

MEniTATION. 
Ah bow I wish I wtie a child again 

To know no sorrow or pain, 
I wniilil play Ijy I he liabblini; brook 

And neVr wi-'h to he old aKtti". 
I would roum tiirougli the beautiful flelds, 

necked witii liiiwtT- so fair, 
Plucking tlieim one by one 

To twine in my hrajrleri hair. 
1 \Tou|(f ilrivp to tlie yarrt the cows 

From the paaturea green and sweet, 
Where ihe clover grows so hicli 

That it tanglPH 'riKatli yoiir fepl. 

I would stray through the grand old wood* 
And list to the voice of the wind. 

Sighing Hs though ever longing 
IVir oibpr days that havp been. 

As I list to the brook 

Aa it dances merrily along. 
It reminds mp of that bright time 

When rpstiiinrted youth's bright song. 

But as the laughing brook 

Flows on to the river deep, 
So childhood and youth must verge 

Into the noon-da yN heat. 

And when J hear the roar 

Where mingle the brook and river. . 



Born: Marietta, Ind., Jan. 1,1) 
ArrKK receivlni; his cducaiioa Mr. Hardto look upbhti 
profession of Leaching, in which he Ib now engaged at 
Anita, Iowa. His poemH have appeared extenalveiy ih 
fj local pre^H, and have atwa.vs received faTorsble no« 
' tiC€. He also write* pro^^c I'nr numerous newspapers aBd 
[aagazlnes. 

SIMPLE HONESTT. 
Blmple honesty has (Kilconda's purest genift outshone, 
Lombardy's piles of wealth. 
\ The pomp and pride of all nld aucieul Rome. 
And all the schemes of stealth. 

MEMORY OF MOTHER. 
Memory of others will sink to rest — 

Entombed in the deep unknown; 
Memory of others will fade and die, 

'Neath the flowers thy hands have sotrn. 



SWEET HOPE. 
E'en though you hope, and that In tbIq, 

That sweet hope will leave no stain, 
So like fond prayer rising heavenward to bba difa 

Let your prayer and hope rising, forever rise. 



HABF 
!4lgtit ItiwMwl * fair rniie t f nderly a« it bowed low li 
Hweet sleep. 

Starllghi aiirt munnli^lit fell o'er it most bleadloglr. 
And pure c)t>nilr(it>.'< ivatclied o'<<r its slumtwrs dsep. 

Horning c-ain)' wiili iu danciag brwze. 
Wbispering ir<i ilii.-. )(uii1.1p modest rose. 

Tules 'it Kifint onks and jiiyouN smiling trees 
That sttrnly t[ii'ird''il lis Htill Nwei>l innocent repooe. 

(lentiy ii) llu' (*•"'! dolirioii-^ mcirnlnK light. 
This morii'di llnwvr swun^' m and fni, 

Lovplinf-ss. li<-n[ili.y(Miiir» fond drlight, 
It seemed l" H>II nf in ils morning glow. 

Until Un' ardent siiii-jiitl from thi; distant east 
Hmote tlUN fair lili>ciin wiili Us flborching rays. 

And it wilifii.iii siiy tbe least. 
And drooiH'd m iii-'liiiii-lioly tlioiiglils "f nthflr days. 



N'O' 



And fnni 



r»ii' 



'.•■ cauK' gambling o'er the sea, 
■;ird liariinti o'er hill and dale, 
oung nisf, famishing 'neath it 



ilriKijiinn gnarrtiaii 



> disiiH-ip-strirhen face wtierp life lay 
Willi Mtid iiaie. 
Playinjr willi llie curls ij[ innocent childhood. 
Traveling on ils errand of mercy and wing; 

Kissing every hlonm of the wildwood. 
Until It fniiiid (iiir fainting rose. IokI in ttg (lower tfaroufc. 

It bathed it", head in cool refreshing showers. 
And rebuking ii.s drooping guardian tree — 

Went on. leaving in its walte a thousand cool sweet 
iyiwers. 
While our blushing rose bowed thintctng, " is this cbar-^ 

REAL LIFE. 
T>ife ihonld not be all sunshine nor all fretting; 
' To be real, there should be days of memory and torgeUlng.V 



BOBti: CucARMONT Cu..Uuio, Jan. U, 18i)D. 
At the ftge of niDeteen Mr. Newkirk begau teacliiuu 
•cbool. In 1892 lie became Professor of uaturLil NcieDC' 
Id Ibe Normal depanmeDt of the Drake Unlvcrs 
i In 181)3 tile degree of M. rS. D. was cODferred u: 
bim. Id ISSl he was married to Miss Carrie Willlai 
- f^ifiS two children — Frank and Tivlan. rhepoetnt 
of PK>f. Kewkirk occasionally appear in the press. 

IDEAL. 
Wisdom's wajs she'll ever aeelt, 

Nor never vary a [lartlcle: 
She's ever gentle, kind, and meek, 

The geoulDe O. K. article. 
She never starett at others 'round, 

Nor glddy-ltke tills to anil fro: 
Her ways are ways not in he found 

Id those too fast or awful slow. 
Tht "golden ralen" her heaven bounds, 

And wisdom gilds her every act: 
Her face not always smiles, nor fntwns. 

Her life, one wise effective loiichinK fact. 

SUCCESS. 
Ever strive to upward rise, 

A shining star iu intellectual skies. 
Twinkling and sparkling like other spheres, 
Never submitting to disheartening fears. 
But moving upward with a purpose true. 
Every obstacle mounting, trying to snlxlm 
Thus living and striving. 
Dealing and contriving. 
You will your age and cxmntry bless, 
fiy achieving true succ«e8> 



THE SILENT ARE THE SADDEST, 
lo tbls great world of pleasure, pain and woe, 
Are man; glad while some seem the gladdest. 
Acd deep-rooted In all human nature 
Are silent emotions swajing to and fro. 
And they tell me the silent are the saddest. 
I hear a wall o'er pleasures past and gone, 
Or B laugh of one the world would claim the gladdest, 
But of all that inhabit earth there's none, \ 

Like the ellent more Riad ur the saddest. 

1 Bee a face flit across the realms of lite. 

And fade as fades all human glory; 

I see one sink down crushed by the sad quiet woe <l 

inward strife. 
And list to the cries of those claiming grief In preten-I 

slon wild and hoary. 
I see sad miHfortune dim the ligbtoftuy neighbor'seyd I" 
And behold the hurry i>{ the many tfi express their S< 

row, and utter consohition; 
But lo! thcre'.t another sneakinj; up on the aly. 
To proffer aid and asks no innovation: 
And I'm forced to note of all fads. 
Fade that are the faddest. 
Its bustling pretension, and let me quote, 
Of all: "The silent are the saddest.* 



^=*^3=''i?'Hi!g?^'^*:e^ 



IDEAL HOME. 

I ask no home in the mansions of pride, 
Where sin 'mid pomp and luxury dwells: 

But only a home, a little lireHide. 

Where love, houor, and sweet eympatbyswel 



REFLECTIONS. 
Come lell me as tbe years paas bjr. 

And you Ijglit-beartedgo 
A tripping down tbe stairs of time 

To sober scenes below; 
Will you forget those happy times 

We had wheu we were boys. 
Our childhood plays, our youthful sports. 

Our perfect manhood joys. 
In childhood rouud tlie mother's knee. 

In youth tbe hill and plain, 
But manhood sought the world's wide Held, 

To play life's earnest game. 
Upon our brows the marks o( care 

Grow deeper day bj day. 
And ihrough the hair the hand of time 

lias sprinkled thre;ids of (rray. 
The childish laugh, ihe youlhtul smile. 

The maiihuod's thoughtful face. 
Have vanished neath Tlie ilvt\) u)arke(l lines 

That care and time have traced. 
Kut youthful .^till in thought, in dee<i. 

Our course we will pursue: 
Kind words and deeds for other live>, 

For good that we may do. 
Come, baud In hand, and heaii to lieul, 

Our lives will peace attend. 
And prove unto a nkeptlc world, 

Friend can be true to friend. 

EXTRACT. 
01 all the ihingb devised by man. 

Upon this mundane stool, 
None other rivals, in tbe least, 
T illage mihlic school. 



■m^t^^mtrnm^ 



Bobn: Limm Co., Iuwa. Julv 7, 1848. 
In 1870 Ibis lady was married lo tbe Bev. Lutlaer C^ 
Woodford, and now resides in Belmoad, lowi. BetV 
poems occKsloDally appear in local and relffioiu papMs. } 

SHL'T IS. 
Sbul out from ihv world'ii loud dlu and strife, 

Sbut in with weakiietis iind pain: 
While the weary days go slowly by. 

And we long for healtli iigain. 
Shut out from ttii- Joys uf sneet i^prlugtime, 

With its wealth uf dunshlrie and flowers; 
Shut in to dri'iiiii of tfurgllnK brookti, 

And the tinuuts of sylvan Ixiwers. 
Shut out fioni ihu busy work of lite. 

Where eacli one lakes bi;r xliure: 
Shut in lo lisR'ii tor thi' n-aijer'st Houg, 

As their shiavcs tliey homeward bear. 
Shut out fnuii llie uares of nweet home-life. 

That were wonl U> Hit our liands: 
Sbut ill to helplessly lie and wait, 

le unfolding uf God's own plans. 
Sbut uuL from the pleasures of social life, 

With iie privileges so blest: 
Shut in to Hud that I4ikI is here. 

Who giveth me what is besl. 
Sbut out from sin! sbut in with God! 

t>h bloNijed and safo n-ticat: 
He hideth our huuIs in the eleft or the rook. 

And feeds iis with the lliiest of wheat. 




And a,^ IK' Willi ill t.lie 
The openiiin oi l^iiil 
tender blossoi 



swi-i-i. springtide. 
ind (lower: 

jutlctice and hui 



BOKN- West Seneua. N-V.,1)ec lO.lSfrl. 
Thk pocma of Mrs, Welch have appeared principally ii 
I 111- Toledo Blade and the periodical press of Iowa. Shi 
was married In 1«TH lo George W. Welch, now ("irand 
ChiefTemplaroftliel. O, G.T.oflowa. Botharegrad 
uaie.t of Cornell Coliegp. Mrs, Welch is aisoespeciali. 
Interested in temperance wort. She has two dhlldrei 
and resides In Hawarden, Iowa, 

ALONE. 
I am too mnch alone, ray love! 
There is no voice o'er all the earth, 
No song of hope, no (ale of mirth. 
No muaic in tlie forest Hliiule. 
No miirmnving streamlet in tlie glade 
("an ([lad my heart or cheer nie with its tone 
When thou art gone and I am here alone, 

Am herf alone! 
When thou art far away, my luve. 
The stars do longer gem th*i niglil. 
And tears hedim the moonheam"s light; 
The winds go sohhiog thronEli the trees. 
I hear a sigh in every hree/.e. 
The wild birds hush their wiirhling as thev pass. 
And erickets hnm low dirges in the grass. 

When thou art gonel 
When I am thus alone, my love. 
Tbe dead come gliding from their tomhs. 
And wander thrnugli the silent rooms, 
t see their gaze in pity turned. 
As if their souls to comfort yearned; 
But when I long to clasp some well-known form, 
£tit fMl once more the heart-throbs quick and warm, 

Lo, they are gone! 



have cauglifTnesJirit, 

And when nvenlDg shadows fall, 
Liflt'iiiDg for a well-knowa footstep 

To come quickly through the hall, 
Bmger hands prepare home comforts, 

Prat'llng wee ones leave their play. 
And ^th pattering footsteps hasten 

To meet papa half the way. 

Often when the night is dreary, 

And the way is long and wild. 
Anxious hearths at home are waiting 

For a wayward, wandering child. 
And the father, worn and weary 

With the burdens of the day. 
Though his aged limbs are tottering, 

Goes to meet hici half the way- 
Do we laud the Spartan mother 

With her heart 'gaintit pity steeled, 
Who can say without a falter 

As she gives her boy his shield: 
"Come back with it or upon itV 

Thus she sends him to the fray, 
And when triumph crowns her oECsprinf, 

Proudly meets him half the way. 

Nobler tar are cbriatiau mothers 

Who can honor without fame; 
Those who only cling the closer 

When their idols come to shame; 
Who, when glory wreathes their heroes, 

Kneel with thankfol hearts to pray, . 
When defeated, still with comfort 

60 to meet them half the way. 

Ib there one whose cheek has crimtoaed 
With the guilty flush of sbamef 

9y wbose sin hope's star has faUan, 
And we blush to speak her name; 






Though her feet have gone astray? 
i»ha!l not pity long to shield her. 
Go to meet bei half the way? 

Make it easy for the erring 

To come back uritbin the Cold; 
Do not wrap your robes around you, 

f^ave tbem shivering in the cold: 
Rather haste with eager footsteps, 

Be their aiuniiiR what it may. 
God will keep your feet from slipping. 

Go to meet them half the way. 

[ have studied the grand poems 

That have thrilled the souls of men. 
And God's poetry in nature 

IJchoes back the strain again: 
If you'd touch u fellow-feeling. 

If you'd teni'h roen how to pray. 
You must atoop tn find their needing. 

You must meet them half the way. 

We are rlimhius up a highway 

Leading to the realms of light; 
Many still are far heorath us 

Groping in the glooms of night. 
We must lend a hand to help them 

struggliuR through their darker day; 
It will not impede our progress 

If we meet them half the way. 

And sometime when pulses quiver, 

And we watch a longed-for shore, 
And we listen (o the dipping 

Of a distant i?omiog oar. 
We will peer into the shadows. 

And we'll catch a gUm'ring ray 
Of glad angels with their welcome 

Oome to meet us half the way. 



i 



Bobn: Muri 

MlER ScHAFF la nn orphnti. b^r mother havlug ilj<'<l in 
I690,and her father three years latt-er. Her poems hnvc 
appeared in the Democrat and Sentinel of Osceola, ninl 
various other loral papers. She now at tends St. Joieph's 
kcademj at Clyde. Mo. 

MOTHKR. 
tn all the world no. wh.T.' von will, 

You'll never find another. 
Who'll slick to yon IhrouRh Rood or ill, 

And love you like a — mother. 

In all the world — where e'er yon roam, 

With sister, wife or hrother. 
You'll never know so sweet a home 

As that made hy — mother. 

Id alt the world — though wealth commands 

For you I he work of ot hers. 
You'll never find n pair of hands 

To toil for you like — mother's. 

In all the world - althouKli yon should 

In riciies nearly smother, 
You'll taste no cookinK half so good, 

As that prepared hy — mother. 

In all the world — t bough friends sincere, 
And more to you than brothers, 

You'll never for a moment hear 
A voice «o kind as — mother's. 

In all the world — although you hreak 

The tender hearts of others, 
There Is no heart can ever ache 

For you as much as— molbef*. 




BOiin: Siscouu. luwA, Pna. 10. 187T. 
Mi^b bRoKAW entered Itie Dmke Uiilveralt.v a 
(>r thirteen, and is still a student. Her poems have ap- 
peared in the Milwaukee Times, several college papers 
and various publications. She also writes a monthly. 
letter tor an Illinois paper, ittid is editor ut a dopart- 
\ ment in the Christian Herald. Miss Brokaw 1b a real- 1 ) 
'dent of Des .Moines, lowa- 

BABY JOE. 
.\loHe in the wrner stands the little blue cliair, 
U. that the dear little owner WLTe tliere. 
No little darlinR upon it to tiiml), 
U. where la the t>abv. the dear baby niiue. 

Tiu little Hister tu kius mid caress. 

No little darlinK to fuss niih and dress, 

No little tongue to pnillie ;tll day. 

(). wliere Is our baby thai came just last M»y. 



No dimpled liauds 
No little feel rrom 
No bright blue eye: 
For under the snow 



/ folded in prayer, 
[■ door-yurd to dare, 
I mischicr to sby. 
r bub} does lie. 
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PURITV. 

i'uril.v. liw. 3treti){lh and beaui> of lite soul, 

A Klimpse oC liod tu this dark wnrld of sin. 
S wlilte-wluged blesslu^ aeut Trum Heaven above, 

An augel talr. to dwell our bearls within: 
The fairest gift lliui lleiivcii ha- bestowed. 

A light to this Mid world of doubt and cai-e. 
Tbat makes a life, whicli in the end will be ' 

furj; aj^he Christ to whom we buw iu pnt/M 
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X heart, pure, holy, and divine. 

Frum which this priceless treuiiure aheda it.t light 
With all lis loveliness and chastity. 

Hat;e4 lives more happy, and the world more bright;] 
'Tls to the sln-c'ursed soul, that in ihis world 

la tried by sin and breasts the weary storm. 
H«Iredbliig &A the pure, cold Illy white. 

There bending o'er a ruse all flushed aud warm. 
'Tls illie a Illy floating calm and pure. 

There where the waters dark and shadowy How, 
Untouched by vice, unmarred by guilt and shame. 

Still pure aud sweet it sheds its silvery glow. 

A life so full or virtue and of love. 

So beautiful witli heaven's holiness. 
Caunot be made bysimpu- wish or dream, 

Caniiol' be duiiiivd as imly outward dress. 
The euii.ce must be ji pure and sacred fount. 

Frtun wlKise calin di'pTli, mi benutirut and true, 
Naught but the light and grace of purity 

Could ahed Its brluhtness like a pearl of dew. 



The vi-ry IhiuiBhls iliat 

.Must be us L-liiist.' its 
For ill liie jndKiuriit da; 

As sure as evil dffds. 
Yes. when our tlnnifjbls 

The slrengllmf ten h 
True ihoughtH shine out 

Our llvf-.s are happy, i 



lid I 



itliin our breasts 

pure as snow, 
.■vtl thoughts, 
itid will know. 
.till aud chaste, we havl 

our lives are pure: 
Mon.s. words iind fjK*e. 



And Iln'ii the Ituok-. we read are alwavH sure 
To shape our lives for good or else for ill: 

If they be pure, inspiring, tender, true. 

The same sweet thoughts our very lives will fllU 

But If they should be foolish, false and weak. 
The life they shape is always sure to bu 



Ab (oolisli, false and weak io every 
Va Y^'*^^ As the falf^e models thai iu books we see. 
llff^H.K*! Then read good books, for every good book read 

Strlkesdeep a chord that vibrates through our Urea; 
And gives the inspiration thrilling, grand. 

For every aim toward which our being strives. 

' And in the choice of pleaaures and of friends, 
Guard well against the frivolous and weak. 

For whether our lives be true, or base and false, 
The world will judge by pleasures that we seek; 

^ut if, perchancf, we come In contact with 

\ A life that Is not patient, true and strong, 
e need not yield our noble motives pure. 
But use our powers to crush the false and wrong. 

We, like the sun, may still our brightness shed. 
Though oft our path leads through the fllth and dirt; 

Still shed the light of purity and grace: 

Make others strong, but do yourself no hurt. 

And then the home, the one bright spot of earth 

Which ne'er Is left without a sense of pain: 
'Tis there we mold our character, our life. 

'Tis there true aid and fellowship we gain. 
If love reigns Ihere and spreads her downy wings 

Of charity and patience over all: 
If peace prevail and blossoms of content 

Make merry every dweller as they fall: 
It virtue rear her children pure and true, 

And religion comes in robes so white and fair. 
And In her gentleness and purity 

Lays her soft hand on every head that's there: 
Tbe borne is then complete, and while we're there 

We feel the holy Influence of love. 
Sweet as the breath of angels from the skies. 

Pure as the prayer thut childhood waifs alxive. 
Tis there we mould a life as calm and pure 




A» tbc wax laper caudle which wg often see 
SUDdlng al iwllj^iit Id a tiuki ruoin, 

Or at tile altar of a ctiurcli perhaps 'i may be: 
We see as It throws Its silver light 

ThrouKli all tlie dark, bo softly, steadily, 
And down Itb own pure body of white wax, 

Until without a sigb, so silently 
For others it has burned itself away, 

His M^rved the purpose grand for whlcb 'twas mftde; \ 
It aided others*, and although but wax, 

It scorned lo be aside as useless laid. 
It is the picture of the lltcbt our Lord 

lias set within our natures Iruc. and prand. 
By which we. too. may brighten some dark room, 

Percbancc we may make bri^bttr all tbe land. 

But if we should invert the lighted wax. 

It then becomes a very different sight: 
It Hashes, sputters, .ind the angry llame. 

No longer clear and steady, sheds its light. 
Tbe wax Hows down, now making as it lii 

Great furrows the white candle 'round about. 
The foul smoke rises, and tbe angry flame, 

Now si']f-(le(itroyed. soon flickers and goes out. 
This also Is the picture of a life: 

A life Inverted, marred by guilt and sin: 
For lives are sure lo grow thus foul and dark, 

When waywardnes-^ and evil enter In. 

Then stand on heiglil> 

Where (iod's sun shines and wiriils of heaven blow,\ 
Where lives grow jnire and blest in Ills sight, 

(Shunning all wickedness and sin lulow-. 
For even if within the day of lITe 

We should not sec the glory of Its bloom, 
The blossom of a life that's fair and true 

Will open In lUo land beyond the tomb. 




Bwrn: Hoosick Twi-., S. Y.. Jan: 5, 1B32. 
FuK. several years Mr. Sihson taughl school In lli 
'tales of Xew York and lUiuols. He removed to Ada. 
:'(>uiiiy, Iowa, in 1869. Mr. SIbboo ii> the author of a vol- 
.init of poemBeptitled Common Sense Rbrmes. He wui 
;iiarr)ed In 1S62 to Ml^fi Au^UHta E. Mawn, but la now 
1 widower and lives with hisdaughtev at Adair, Iowa. 

NU i:t:Al. UEATH. 
Cold wiuier (.-ujiifa with icy breath 
.Vnd coverij with the shroud of death 
The verdui'c tif botli hill and plain. 
llul spring renews its life again. 
The dowel's wIiIl'Ii suein to fade and die. 
When klasetl by sunbeams from thf sky, 
iiurst forth in blossoms I'verywliere 
And cast their frannitice on the air. 
Tlieu vineFi and slinibs put forth green lenvi 
The tender bud the dew receives, 
All nature Is aglow once more 
And verdure reigns from shore to shore. 
Like flowers our tenements of elay 
Mature, decline and pass away. 
But we survive the chilling waves, 
And live beyond the land of graves. 
Change after eliange. and without pause. 
Is the decree of Natures laws. 
Which sounds the notes through earth and skyl 
Whatever lives enu never die. 
The palsied lips, the speechless tongue. 
The heart which bitter grief has wrung, 
The eye bedimmed with scalding tears. 
Shall gl^am wltb,joy lnj)righter spher 
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The tnithB we labor to obtam 
Will DOt be lost or learned In vala; 
We take them to our future home. 
Beyond the shadow of the tomb. 

Perhaps in knowledge as we grow 

To suns and planets we may go, 

From world to world, from clime Vt cllaw. 

Through boundless space and endless time. 



^'*^>7^t9^i'im^^^'4^^^^^ 



MAHASKA. 
G«ntle maid was Matiaaka, the fair Indian queen, 

I Who once roamed through the forests, and prairie-. « 
greeiJ. 
Wliu plucked tlie wild lluwers and the duisleH so fair. 
And wove them Into garlands and wreaths for her hair 

Uft ithe sailed on tiie rivera, through foreslti ami val^s 
Une of Nature's true children, she feared not tlifgitU-H 
Out in her canoe of birch bark she would glide. 
With the quiver and bow lying close by her side. 

With her beads and "brighl shiners," she labored a!l dav 
To make the gueenly maiden looking bloomingand Kay 
By moonliglit would ait on the log or the rock. 
For to "make the big trtlk'' with her ■■Manatfwoc." 

><Ue is now a bright spirit in the fair Qeide above. 
Comes to see ua "pale faces,'' with tokeoe of tove, 
And after our races on earth we have run, 
We will meet her. and thanlt hu, lor kII ibt hM doiw. 
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Born: Dutchkbb Co., N. V., Oct 25, ISI2. 
The greater part of the life of Mr. McCord has lioi'n 
tjpent in teachinK and slnG« 1857 he has resided prinri 
pally In Waverly. Iowa. He is the author of a voluim 
'•r poems published in 1^9, nhlch contains pnems o 
nittsieal rhythm and simplicity of style. Mr. McCord 
haa contributed both prose and poetry to the public 
prew for the past half century. 

WE ABE BfT TWO. 

We are hut two; our feebie race- 
Like fragile dowern that soon decay. 

But for a season fill tiii'ir place. 
Then pass away. 

Wo are but two: us years go round 
The paths of kindred oft divide. 

And some, death-struck, beneath the groutnl 
Their faces hide. 

Though now but two, we once were nine. 
Nine strong and active girls and boys. 

Who sought to heighten and retlne 
Each other's Joys. 



We played together "round the door. 

Ill fields and woods together strolled. 
\Vv waded brooks, with babbling roar 

Whose waters rolled. 

When winter evenings closed around, 
And all the world was cold and drear. 

Within the doors enough we found 
To please and cheer. 

A crackling flame with fervor glowed, 
And nickered up the chimney wide, 



J have come n lengtlieiied way. 
Oer places often rough and hard, 
But God bae led us till ttwiay, 
Our help and guard. 

Us two a distance loii« divides: 

We would again eacii other aee. 
But all that bounds our lot decides 

It cannot be. 

But when, at (jod's supri'mc ci>rimaad, 

This lower being we ivsinn, 
We both shall Join again o it i' bund, 

Aud make it nine — 

Nine conscious souls amnl thi' throug 
Who bow be 'ore the tlimiii- alwve, 

And worship Him in Klowing sung — 
Whosp naine ii L»iv-e. 

t%. m. iDo :s:^¥ig):^Mo 

Boen: New Oblkans. La. 
The early pari of the life of this lady wan (-iwiil in 
Kentucky and Sasliville, Tenn. Miorllj before hpv 
marriage she went to Davenport, which has since been 
|her home. The poems of Mrs. iSnyder hjive^ appeareii i 
in many of the leading publir'ntlons. 

THE MOS^ UOVKRED TASE. 
This Tase with moss o'ergrown, 

The prettiest ever seen, 
I will accept, and watch with care, 

The flowers and mosses green- 
Bright visions of the past 

These flowers bring to me; 
OI bappy. joyotia. childhood dayi, 
1 all was [ 



We two bave come a leugtheiied way. 

O'er places often rough and bard, 
But God has led us till t'l-day, 

Our help and guard. 

(Is two a distance lon^' divides: 
We would agalD each other see, 

But all that bouDds our lot decides 
Tt cannot be. 

But when, at God'a supivmi' command, 
TliiB lower being we ivsign. 

We both shall join again our bajid, 
And make it nine — 



Nine conscious souls amwl 

Wbo bow be°ore the thi 

And worship Hin 



Aw throng 
'111' above, 



HIES. Mo Do SfflYlSiBHo 

Bobn; Neiv Oklkans. La. 
1 The early part of the life of this lady was siwrit in 
] Kentucky and Nashville, Tenn. filiorilj before hcv 
L marriage she went to Davenport, which hiis since been 
jher home. The poenia of Mrs. Snyder have aiipeareii ^ 
^In many of the leadinji publirations. 

THE MOSS (COVERED VASE. 
This vase with moaso'ergrown, 

The prettiest ever seen, 
I will accept, and watch with care, 

The flowers and mosses green- 
Bright visions of the past 

These flower,-, brine to me; 
Of happy, Joyous, childhood days, 



still rarthor 

Then when life's closing day is now, 

So more you wish to roam. 
May angels to the Savior dear. 

Then waft vou safely home. 

THE FLOWERS MOST SWEET. 
9 care not for iiilkiw-- ut roses bo sweet. 
[or beautiful roses laiti down at my feel; 
Iwiieii life here, will) pleasures and Joys have gone by, 
I And I am at home with the angels on high. 

e lint for crosses of lilies so fair, laid 
ll.ald down on my casket, with lenderest care, 

luukfiit of Iheir beauty: or fragrance I know, 
JVh Lilio'. and llowers around me they throw, 

I care more for love, that scatters with care 
The flowers of kitirtneas, so rich and so rare. 
Around all my iwitlnviiy, while sorrow and woe 
-Vre close nn my foot-steps, where ever 1 go. 

Like roses and lilies, their fragrance afar 

wafted e'en to gates that's a]at: 
lo love like the flowers, with kindness so sweet, 
:an scatter it.i tokens, each loved one to greet. 

And these are the flowers, my daughters care. 
Have strewed all 'round me, with Joy everywhere. 
And this is the token to them I would give. 
These flowers of kindness In heaven shall live. 

And when In that home, with beauty untold, 
We meet, and with Joy al! our pleasures unfold: 
One Joy then will cling still closer to oie, 
The flower of affection In heaven shall be. 



i homo of this !a<l.v is in Bru>)i Creek, Iowa. Her 
X>emfi occasionally appear iu t.lie periodical presn. 

A>" AUTUMIS PICTURE. 
We wandered, one beautiful autumn day, 

Away from the noisy town — 
From tbe constant din of the busy Mreets 

And the hurrying up and down. 
When the sun was sinking Inw in the west 

Like a dazzling ball of fire. 
Peeping above the dark Tree-lops 

.\nd lighting the mil charch spire. 
The breeze was soft as a lover's siph, 

Borne on the zephyr's wings, 
And It wblspered low. as it passed us hy. 

Pretty stories of woiridland tbltigt-: 
It had sported about among the leaves 

On many a summer daj'. 
It had watched their growth from the tender bud 

To the season of decay. 
So we wandered on through grassy lanes 

And beyond thi' busy mill, 
To where the autumn leaves shone bright 

And the river Howed calm and still: 
And a heavenly peace was in your eyes 

As we gazed on that woodland scene: 
The trees with their gorgeous coloring 

And the sparkling river between. 
We watched the sun till It sank to rest. 

Leaving naught but a flery glow; 
And the beautiful red of the sky o'erhead 

Sbone In the water below: 
And the crickets chirped among the Iobtm, 

And the shadows were falling down — 
Sbatting the scene from mortal eyea, 
s we wandered back to town. 



This well-knowii uutliur arid plivsiijluii i^ a graduate I'r 
Exeter College, EDgUud: and ulso or Philadelphia. He 
i8 a mail of literary ta^tea. Htie eulture, and la widely 
kDown as a thorough M:liolar and dcieiitlst: and alsu in 
a lover of art and a good lingulEt. Mr. Shorland Harris 
has practiced hU professlou in Mason City. Iowa, for the 
past twenty-six vi-ars. Hi- is the author of a volume of 
prose, entUled Profi'ssi'mal iiud Trntte Secret*. 
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CALM. .\FT?:H A STORM. 

Tossed tu Heaven, till ki»\uu ili.' sky. 
lushed tu and fro. 'niid ilu' whWe breakers high- 
Bruised. bleellLll^' iilid ruint. ;iud ntruggting for life; 
Wild waves surgiiiK all 'I'oniKl in lierce strife!— 

Tlie calm is coniiii); by and by. 
Hither and tiiilln^r liki^ straws we are driven; 
Keckless and lit'iiriii'ss iini' reelings are riven: 
No matter liow iond the thunders may roll. 
This soIbl-p we O-i-i in out inmost soul — 

The (.-aim is einiiitig by and by. 
Tornadoes ami /.ciiliyr.s njfetinj.' in strife: 
Sunshine lu.n hrifjlitcii, sli!nlis diirketi each life; 
We'll siiiK J!> \M' gi>. Miiw 1ijf,'li iir blow low: 
Let the winds lilnw. 'lis a (-iijiirfirt to know 

The ealrn is rmiitii^' 1>> .ind by. 



Uur friends may mi 

Our own tried ami 
Our trosteil and eli 
enniforl is this 
The caini is 






.■ best deed: 

' tiiir hearts bleed. 



'iiifiirt iiideed - 
iiiK by and by. 



The I'HliD is coming, pcaeiful.iiuiel eaiui, 
The calm is cnniPiig, thf heari'-^ sweetest balm, 
Coming, is coming; pre;it H'-inin a'jove! 
The calm is fonnd In th Im^fii i.f Love — 

in Liivi-. piiru Ldve the i-alm is found. 
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STEPPING STONES. 
WUai i' Ibt' world, its smiles, and iU tears, 
Us TaultitM9,fralUles, hopes and its team: 

ItH sorruws, its siglilDKH, 
. . Its living and dylDgs, 
Its wan aud Ita crimes, so full of ditturder;' 
Thf.v re oLly but ^itepplog atones over the border. 
What is the worUl.su tangled with c^osse^ 
So flroily beset with iroubies and ioases; 

So up hill and duwti hill. 

So thwarling our strong will. 
So full or thistles and ihunis, and sharp care? 
What matter — the.v lieighlen our joys over there. 
What Is the world, its friendships and truHi. 
Truth or its falsehood, love or Its lust. 

So briui-full or i:ouc(.'itH, 

So brtm-fiill (it deieits: 
So tender and true, and treacherous too? 
The world is all riiiht. betwixt me and ;ou. 
Heaullfiil world, so full of sweei blJus, 
Ik there iinother much better than this? 

Where bright angels of light, 

Kill our souls with delight? 
Yes! There is. utid wi: know II is true — 
A little while liiiij,'i'i 'i will burst on your view. 

A WIKKS LOVE. 

When (he world goes c 

And we're iil n Ions 
To find our way clearly along; 

How sweet 'tis tu lind 

.\ friend to our nilnil 
To cheer with ii sjiiile iind a song. 

In llie ii.ruiolts of llfi.. 

its bitterest strife. 




The keen rankling smart, 
Tlie deep wouuded heart; 
An a kiss and a kindly smile. 

In times ot real need, 

Our friends wil) soon speed. 
And uplift with arms brave and slruoi; 

But give me through life 

A sweet loving wife. 
To cheer with her smile and her ewiig. 



V^-* 



XEAEING THE SHORE. 

' How tondly we turn to the dreams gone by, 
How sadly we mourn o'er the joys long past; 
How deeply we foel life's pleasures soon fly, 
And cling to the happiness which cannot last. 
But we're nearing the shore, 
Nearlng, noaring tlic shore. 
We hear the stroke of tbe oar — 
Nearing ^nearlng the shore. 

How WL- struggle and strive for pelf and dross. 
How we hanker for gold luid wealth galore; 
How we often feel onr duly a cross, 

Still eagerly striving for self still more. 
But we're nearing the shore, 
l^earlog, nearlng the shore. 
We hear the stroke of the oar; 
Nearing — nearlng the shore. 

Sweet voices are calling us, one by one, 

Low Miuiids of music arc Tailing so sweet; 
Now we can shout, our victory's won! 
Soon well lie walklog the golden streel. 
For we're nearing tlie shore. 
Nearly touching the shore: 
Hark! The last stroke of the oar, 
Ae wo land upon the shore. 



And listless wile the hours away: 
I used to niu^e. not knowlog why, 

At early dawning of the day; 
I watched [he lark all wet with dew. 

Mount high, sllli caroling liis soug. 
While answering notes like echo true, 

Told tales of love both warm and strunK. 
Waiting, tboughtCul patient waiting. 

As I sat not knowing why, 
Dreaming dreams that seemed so real. 

In the days so long gon« by. 

1 used to think the little bee, 

And all the sweetest, prettiest flowers. 
Were only made tor yon and me, 

To brighten up our passing hours; 
"Twas then bright pictures fancy drew, 

So Ijripbt when sitting by your aide, 
You were lord of fairy cjistles, 

And I was your own happy bride. 
Waiting, loving tender watting, 

As we sat not knowing why. 
Dreaming dreams, to ua so real. 

In the days then gliding by. 

The hours no longer listleae fly. 

The birds sing gay, and bees still hum. 
Tlie flowers are bright, and we know why 

Our seasons quickly go and come. 
< iiir dreams are now so real, so real. 

And you and I, my love, are one; 
Our little ones now seem to teel 

Their waiting time has just begun: 
Waiting youth's impatient waiting. 

As they sit, not knowing wh,i. 
Dreaming dreams to tbem so real. 
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BALLOTS SOT BULLETS. 

The hills arc crowned wliL mea for ibe fray, 
Beacons are turning dark night into day, 
Baouers iire floating on high, and the sodk 
ur the warriors is wafted along, 
'■ Moloch is King" is the war cry they ring; 
■■Labor" Omnia ^'locit" loud wt sing, 

Ureasy mechanics with sweat on your brow. 
Join in our ranks, don't hesitate iiuw: 
Step up to tile front, close up the bravt van; 
Stand shoulder to sltouider. stand muii to man: 
Stand tlrm In your strength, ntand tlrm in yourmight. 
.Strike swiftly, but surely, unci strike for the right. 
The clarion notes ring out un the air; 
Who CUD be sluuibcrin)^ now without care'/ 
FoundalionK itre sliakiiiK. brave hearts ijuaklDt;. 
Loved ones enduring more tlian heart aching: 
But louder than all we liL'ar the shrill cjill — 
Up: Fight for the right, no matter who fall! 

Where are the hvrne^ win. once were mi biild? 
The pulpit, and pr.'ss. :iijd iieri are all sold — 
Big shackles of Kohl luivi' iVlicrwl them all. 
Now tliey are deuf u> biuuanity's call — 
Waken: oh rreemenl preiian? for the TIghtl 
Fight nobly, light manly, Hghi for the right: 

Cannon's deep thUNileriiig> are boumini; around. 
Dead, wounded and dying "re strewing the gmund: 
Fiercely the Un- charges on like ii Jli^id. 
Wavering, rallying- — deep Iwithed iji bloiwl: 
Wildly pursued — no end Id the Tight — 
Why must our heai-ts" blood be .shed lor the rights 

stripped for the llght.|our strong arms ne'er f] 
f To strike on the head and drive home i.he nail — 

We've might on our side, and right on our aide, 
k Thcr uatrl lte for the rl^bt whatever betide- 



strike boldly for freedom! Strike for your fife! 
Strike for your homes, and your children, and wife. 

Now tbe coaquerltig heroes returuing — 
Merry bells ringing, and bonltres burning — 
Battle flags lorn to rags — see them come droopiiiy. 
^larching victorious — see thum come trooping: 
'These are the brave ones who come from the light. ■ 
Wbile the dead slumber on. who died for the right. 

Boun: Ohio Co.. Va.,Jl'ne :M, 1814. 
In 1831 Mr. Pierson entered the Academy of Wheeling, 
and four years later removed lo the west with bis pur- 
ents. In 1^1 be grailuali^d from the McKcnd. 
lege, when he beeamtiirincipalofllieMt. Vernon Acad- 
emy, Ills. The same year Mr. Piersou waa married to 
LMiss Martha I, Howard of Lebanon, Ills. InlS45hewas 
elected Prof, of Ancient Languages and Literature in 
Mt. Pleasant Collegiate Institute, now the Wesleyan Un- 
iversity. In 1852 he assumed the editorial chair ofthc 
Burlington Rawkcye. In 1S55 was appointed 
Staff of Surveyer (>en. Lewis. Mr. Piprson wascommlb- 
slonerof the Draft durinK the war, and in 1872 he wat; 
appointed Postal clerk in the Railway mall service, butj 
han now retired rroin active work. 

THK ne<;lected child. 

He never does speak kind I<i me, 

I wish I did know wh>. 
For then I could more iJni-rful be 

4ud wear a iwlgbter eje. 






Or all tlie fest lie kindly spMlu. 

But iin; he seems tu shun. 
Which make ilic teardrops o'er mv cheeks^ 

In bitter streamlets run. 



I'm 



Uh: liiH harsh wurdo I caitiiot bear, 

They alniust break my heart, 
K'en when I try his toils to shire 

By every childish art: 
IJc never chide;i the rest at play. 

Hnwever wild and rude, 
Hut seems the while amused and fray 

With all his trowna subdued. 

Itiil let me hmi:\\ t>r Idly »iii^ 

One uiomL'nt.ull is wr<irig. 
I iliMi huve tuiiehed n jiirring string;. 

Which msni my inirtli and song: 
Why nuiMt I iiusiil bfiie:ith his frown. 

Oil :U1 I (vin 1u iileasc. 
And wlieii iit pliiy hear his linrsh liinc 

Hid illl my fnilic cca^r. 

Oh. sure M.mi' l.l;i-i <>r half lialh dried 

Thitt fond iJiilriiiul ■■ari'. 
Which WHS all mine wIi.tl nnce lll> prld 

I rnilielt.^.i U-<-'- ;iN air. 
How ^adly vlniJined K riiiw my lol. 

Fnini whai J< seemed then, 
His forniei' Icive U all forgot. 



TO TIIK CKUC'L'S. 

1 saw one eveniiijt on llie pluln 
A pretty yellow Minimer Hower. 



IIobn: Bloom field, Icwa, Makch 25, 1859. 
I Thih lady has written a number of songs i words and 
Imusioj. one of wblch was recently published In Strauh'f. 
Itriglii Light. She is also the author of a novel which 
[Will appear shortly. Mrs. Anderson was the first presi- 
of the Woman's Relief Corp.s of Grundy Center; 
aoil she Is the County Secretary for the King's DauKh- 
■T^. Ilcr husband, Mr. A. L. Anderson, to whom shewao , 
iKii-rii'd in 1HT9, is the proprietor of the Republican, 
■iiblished In Grundy Center, Iowa. The poems of Mrs. 
Viuforson receive the hiuhestpraiseofpressand public. 

BOSES OF PARADISE. 
We cherish the roses, sweet roses of June, 

Thai blossom about our door: 
Hut oh, alas, they are gone too soon. 

Gone lo return never more: 
Hut in i.hat bright happy home far away. 

Across the dark waters 1 see 
Kternitys roses forever in bloom, 

Roses for you and for me. 

Ciifi. — Roses beyond the skies. 

Roses for yon and for me: 
Roses, sweet roses of Paradise. 
Blooming clfrnaily. 

We chensh the ^^^es ,!f friendship below, 

And eagerly gather them in. 
But oh, the thorns and the briars. how soon 

They pierce and litl us ivith pain: 
But in that bright sunny land far away. 

The Savior our dear friend shall be. 
And roses of friendship that Jesus will give 

Are blooming eteinaiiy. 




!m oh, lliey, ion, iiiu,-i wither and go. 
They iierish and fall at our feetf. 

But in Ihal hrigtit sunny land far away. 
In );ardcnH sn fair I can see. 

Transplanted arc roses, the roses of lovei 
Blooming eternaUy. 

MEMORY'S VISION. 
Back from lh<' long ago methlnks I hear 

The bugle's i-iiil to come, 
And in the cJUiant dim. see soldiers 

Marshal to the music of the drum. 
With weary blfipding feet they tread 

The sun-hakcd hills of clay: 
On, on they jf" in ceaseless tread. 

To meet the enemy. 

Again I hear the distant sound 

Of the cannon's rumbling roar: 
I see on yonder hattle-fleld, 

Ten thou'iand men or more. 
With faces jiale. and true hearts brave, 

Thoy light wiih courage, one and all; 
They meet the rebels shot and shell. 

With saber, niusket, cannon ball. 

The battle'^ nmoke Is cl^tired away, 

The victory is won; 
ilut oh, at what a sacrifice. 

The field wiili dead lay strewn, 
The dying boy with pallid lips, 

This trembling message givee: 
"Go, tell my Mother that I fejl, 

But my country's Say BtlM.Uvea," 



^e&ee TetgnB supretue and oiiIt a f«w 

Of tbe soldiers art> lefi u> tell 
Of tbe bloody scenes on the battle Qeld 

JiDd the many brave boys who fell. 
But our hearts will ne'er forgetful be 

Of the sacrifices made. 
And with loTiug hands we'll strew with flowers. 

The graves of our noble dead. 

THE KING'S DAUGHTER. 
"I am a child of the Elag," 1 heard from th« llpl 

or a prattling Innocent babe of three, 
And I wondered not that Je^us said, 

"Suffer little children, come unto me." 
And as I Haw Iicr smiling face 

And loolted Into her precious eyes, 
■'Dear Lord," I said, "may J not live 

With such as these beyond the skies." 

"I'm a child of the King," I heard again, 

From the maiden young and pure and fair, 
In my Father's lionse briphl mansions are, 

"And oh, I long to be there." 
My heart replied, forbid them not, 

Words precious to the dear young soul. 
Whose heart's desire is to tread the path 

That reaches to the goal. 

■I'm a child of the King," once more 1 heard 

From the woman as she lay at death's own door, 
"I have fought the flpht. I have Itept the faith," 

She faintly said, and breathed no more. 
Ab, thus my heart cried out again, 

W« trust in the promise Jesus has glTMi, 
A srowD to th« faithful here below — 

War el aiwh la tka KlDgdom •! HMma. 



MM.'hh^sm JA. mm 

BiiBN: PlTTBFuKO, Vf., OCi. 2.', 1833. 

He left liiA native place lo 184(1 aud removed wllli hie 
pareota tu Huukrord, lUiuoie. in 18(iS he removed to 
iDwa, aud since 1B87 lias resided in spirit Lake. Mr. 
(rorham is the author ur about two huudred poemu, 
many of which have ikppeaied lit some ol the leading 
papers uf America- [le was married In 165T to Miso 
Hary Grippin, »nd has had tlve children. 

\ ViCTEUAK DIES. 
Toil the bell! nevermore, 
Wanre of battle's harsh roar. 
Our comrade's deep slumber may break: 
Toll Che bell, not again. 
Will the martial refralo, 
Uniu war's sternest duties awaki'. 

But l\,v reveille's roll. 
From the clime ol the soiii, 
tiif, spirit unfettered will hear: 
Arid the uiuaic that thtills, 
Over Eden's bright hills, 
8ball enrapture his llHienlDg ear. 

La.v him low Id the gloom, 

Furl the Mag o'er his tomb, 

Of bis raitli and bis rortitude tell: 

Heap the dirt and tbe clod. 

Turn Ibe sere autumn sod. 

Let him ivnX — it is well — It is well. 

MY L1>VER —THE BLIZZARD. 

Ol iii.v yaliaiit, was there ever 

Sui:b a lovi-r. micIi a clever 



For the witness now affirmeth, 

As s>it slilverelh uud ^^(ju Iriuetb, 

And wltb iikdlgiiutitiu burnelh. 

Thai such wooiiiK is uu)i4iie. 

See: he niKkes n wrj tace nl me. 
And with snow and bleet he bates me. 
Then with icicles he pale me 

On my cheek - hln cruel roric: 
ThruUKh the danci^ lu paiisioii Iwirliag- 
Throu)i:h the schntiisclie madly whirling, 
In the mad cotllllott swirling. 

Rough ia I'amii and riulc in court. 

Ne'er sighs he in iwitight hour. 
Under ivy L-laniberetl bower. 
Apprehensively I tower. 

At the beating oT hih wing: 
Never sends me wreaths and rosen. 
But his nulling presuppuses 
Wraps ami rohes and reddened ii«6es. 

Snow hanks high and slcigh-bellV ring. 

Never heart wi Wnll and saucy. 
Thrown ut li<^ltaliiig lassie, 
Or hi' flowered (Mith and grassy. 

Love lipped lilt twtxt maid and man; 
Never dalllanre less delightful. ' 

Nor iillegiauce so rrightful. 
Pressed in way so weird and spiteful, ' 

Vandal of Boreas clan! 

itenu. wliosi.' UiK-pipf^ 'mid the lieather. 
— Highland Hint' and chieftain's feather, 
la a blast of anlic weather. 

Graven on ttie frozen air: 
Beau, whose preseiiee is admired 
At a distani ('. iind deMred. 
Only when I'm well attired. 

Snug lu folds of ermine nm- 



Born: Wabash, Ind., Dec. 5, IBIT. 
Tan aubject «f Ihis sketch lias traveled extenstrely in 
1 lie States. Ill 1854 his parents removed tn Iowa, where 
■ now resides at Mllford, rriKaRed in farminjt' AboMtj 
(' luiudred poems havp been written by Mr. James, , 
ilcli liave appeared from time to time in the periodi- 
I pri"is. He was married in 1887 to Mrs. Flora .inhn- 
0, a, most estimable lady, and quite a pbreoolagist. 
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OUR JOURNEY. 

We are seeking a mansion In heaven, 

.v. way from the tempL'sl> nf lime; 
[Tow slippery the path that we iravell 

How nigged the rocks w<- musl climb! 
iluroic we climb up the mimntaln. 

Then meekly descend to the valfi. 
Dear Christ let thy strong arm support ut, 

Leat in weakness we utterly fail. 
We are glad thou bast held up thy lieacon, 

Lest In darkness the way we should miss, 
And we think of the times thou hast held us. 

While we gazed in that awful abyss. 
Ftiit the road's growing short as we travel, 

And the city is nearly in sight. 
And the sweet morning gleams are dl^pliicing. 

The shades nt this sorrowful night, 
.\na the weakest shall praiae thee the loudest, 

Wheo the last dreaded danger is past. 
TIs thy due and we'll render the payments 

While Eternity a ages shall last. 



Bi>bn: FAYBXfE <:■•.. loiv \. <}(■[. 2;i, iWhi. 
KKSTUDV compelled Vmiiit: Clark to vUit tVilorndn 
S|irin|[B lo recruit his heattli. In 1W6 he returned tu 
[ his natjvp placf and there mHrried Miss BerthR .1. 
AInsworth. He has tnonhildren: Charles Rjiymondain: 
, Asa Wilijer. He went lo Texas, but after four years h< 
; retnrned again to his native state. He isnowconneci- 
1 ed with The News of Brush Creek. Iowa. 



SUCCESS AXD DESTINY. 
"There Is a destiny that shapes our end," 
That may be all right, I know, but then 
If you cannot plead or lobby. 
Why then Just you pursue your hobby. 
If I have no geniiisy Vou enquire. 
There is one you may aefiuire. 
It Is the bc^t to all iiilenl 
The genius of accomplishment. 

FASHION VERSI-S WOMANHOOD. 

-Wives of poor men oft remind us. 

Woman's (■omoliness deiwnds. 

Not BO much upon lier features. 

As the sum for dress spends." 

Life Is real and love is earnest: 

Fashion 'soniy ornament. 

True beauty, love and character. 

.\rt never can Invoni. 

Beauty, though a thing of joy. 

That oft our mortal eyes control, 

Should never steal Ibe heart away. 

For what is beauty without soul? 

Come then let us nut worship 

At fashion's worldly .shrine 

But at the throne of God and womaobood, 

We can make our lives sublime. 







1 . 



• .1 



•" 



-I 



*-.. 



•n, 



« 






1-) 



r 

I 



f . 



• II 



: « 



■ 




■■ 




* 


* 


* i 


., 



V 






. 1 

* 



1 

I 

•I 



I 

'!J 



• K 



. 4 : 

4 



,>t 



J-' 



I 



I I 



, 



i - 

; 

I 

■ ' '. ( 



I ■ I. 



